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Dedication

for Cassie Jones
Epigraph

[He] ... had a magical view of the work of words, that “it is hard to conceive of a nobler magic” than
the prospect of a salvation which is not just for us.

—Michael Wood, in The London Review of Books, on Frank Kermode’s appraisal of I. A. Richards
from Bury Place Papers We believe the explanation we hear last. It’s one of the ways in which
narrative influences our perception of truth. We crave finality, an end to interpretation, not seeing that
this too, the tying up of al loose ends in the last chapter, is only a storyteling ruse. The device runs
contrary to experience, wouldn’t you say? Time never simplifies—it unravels and complicates.
Guilty parties show up everywhere. The plot does nothing but thicken.

—Michele de Kretser, The Hamilton Case

- — N -
— TR _'b:;"‘ . '-*'T.:-“fb""'.'-"ff;-’:f'. -
g _.-‘.u— I.-_l_ & __"]'_‘C"‘j‘; "
Contents
Cover

Title Page



Dedication

Epigraph

The Wicked Years: A Note to Readers

Charting the Wicked Years Chronologicaly

Maps: The City of Shiz, Gilikin; The Emerald City
Significant Families of Oz

A Brief Outline of the Throne Ministers of Oz
Prologue: Out of Oz

I. To Cal Winter upon Water

I

2

10
II
12
I3
4

I5



16

17

I8

9

20

21

22

II. The Patchwork Conscience of Oz
I

2

10
II
12
I3
4
I5

I6



17

I8

19

20

21

22

III. The Chancel of the Ladyfish
I

2

10

I

IV. The Judgment of Dorothy
I

2



9

V. At St. Prowd’s

10

II

12

I3

14

I5

I6

I7

VI. God’s Great-Niece

I



10

I

2

I3

14

VII. To Cal the Lost Forward
I

2

8
9

VIII. Somewhere



2

3

Acknowledgments

Coda

About the Author

Also by Gregory Maguire
Credits

Copyright

About the Publisher

3 — o

s T e A "".'--'.‘;J I'||

~ AR *-'**';*."'f’“ff"'ui‘;-,: -
e A

THE WICKED YEARS
A Note to Readers
Our story so far:

Wicked begins with the birth of a green-skinned child, Elphaba Thropp—Iater known as the Wicked
Witch of the West—and portrays her unlikely colege friendship with Galinda Upland and her
romance with Fiyero Tigelaar. The arriviste Wizard of Oz consolidates his power in the Emerald
City and throughout Oz. Under the governance of the Wicked Witch of the East, Nessarose Thropp,
Munchkinland secedes from Loyal Oz. The novel closes with the Matter of Dorothy, when Elphaba is
thirty-eight and her son, Lir Thropp, is fourteen.

Son of a Witch tels the story of Lir’s life, revealed in flashbacks, while Elphaba’s brother Shel
strengthens his position in the Emerald City, particularly against Munchkinland. Orphaned at fourteen,
without guidance or patronage, Lir stumbles into the military, leads a raid against Quadlings, and goes
AWOL, eventualy heading a protest against his uncle Shel, now the Emperor of Oz. Son of a Witch
concludes with the arrival of a child—a green-skinned daughter—born to Lir and Candle, a Quadling.
Lir is about twenty-four.

A Lion Among Men refers to the Cowardly Lion, known as Brrr. His story is told alternately with that
of the ancient oracle, Yackle. Brrr muses on his part in the Matter of Dorothy, his rise and fal in
society, and his plea-bargaining with Emerald City magistrates to avoid a prison sentence. Hunting
for the mysterious oracle Yackle, he locates the lost Grimmerie in the bargain. At novel’s end, a



skirmish between rabble-rousing Munchkinlanders and the Emerald City military threatens to ignite
into ful-scale civil war. Caught in the crosshairs, Brrr escapes with the troupe that accompanies the
Clock of the Time Dragon.

Out of Oz begins a few months after the close of A Lion Among Men.

Elphaba born. "
G’@ caNR e | | s | cusiias ® Dorothy, age 10, arrives.
eS8 = =30 31-38  Elphaba vanquished, age 38.
SONOF AWITCH
The flight of a witch’s boy. ~ < Liir 14 when Elphaba dies (flashback).
Liirborn. ® .. ... s [ R ® Liir about 24 when

{Liit's childhood— ﬂashback.} JL}his daughtcr is born.

ALION AMONGMEN
The Cowardly Lion is born. N
SR oo, e | ... ® Brrr, 38, leaves
(Brrr's vouth—flashback ) the mauntery

with [lianora.
Charting the Wicked Years Chronologically

“Oh, as to time, wel, no one in Oz ticks off tocks very systematicaly.” Each dot or upstroke represents
a year ... more or less.

WICKED
OUT OF OZ

The story begins six months after the end of A LION AMONG MEN.

Lir 1s about 30; Rain is 7 or 8, give or take.
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Ozma Initiata

{man}* Ozmas and several Ozma Regents)

Ozma the Bilious = Pastorius (the Ozma Regent)

Ozma Tippetarius
Significant Families of Oz
Key
= marriage (~) romance sans wedlock
THE HOUSE OF OZMA

— The Emerald City—



Peerless Thropp (the Eminent Thropp)

]_ad}r Partra T].u'-uPP = Romen Skarr

| —

Sophelia Thropp Oscar Zoroaster Diggs (~) Melena Thropp = Frexspar the Gndl}r

-

Sarima= Fiyero Tigelaar (~) Elphaba Thropp Nessarose Thropp Shell Thropp
(the Wicked Witch (the Wicked Witch  (the Emperor
of the West) of the East) Apostle)

|

Irji Manek Nor
(aka Tlianara)

Trism bon Cavalish (~) Liir Thropp (aka Liir Ko) (~) Candle Osga'ami

(Oziandra) Rain
THE THROPPS OF MUNCHKINLAND

— Colwen Grounds in Munchkinland—

Larena Upland = Highmuster Arduenna
| |

Galinda Upland (aka Glinda) = Lord Chuffrey of Mockbeggar Hall
(Throne Minister)

THE UPLANDS OF GILLIKIN
— Frottica in northwest Gillikin—
THE TIGELAARS, ARJIKI CHIEFTAINS OF THE VINKUS

— Kiamo Ko on the slopes of Knobblehead Pike, the Great Kells of the Vinkus—



Marillot Tig:]ul: = Baxiana of Upper Fanarra
| |

Sarima, oldest of six sisters = Fiyero Tigelaar (~) Elphaba Thropp
| | | |

Irji Maneck Nor [rism bon Cavalish (~) Liir Thropp (aka Liir Ko) (~) Candle Osqa’ami
(aka Ilianora) | |

(Oziandra) Rain
~ ;arw\.,xta:ﬂg,«ffﬁa?%

A Brief Outline of the Throne Ministers of Oz
Augmented with notes about selected incidents of interest to students of modern history.
THE OZMA YEARS

* The matrilineal House of Ozma established.

The Ozma line descends from a Gillikinese clan. The Ozma line claims legitimacy through a
purported divine relationship with Lurlina, fabled creatrix of Oz. Depending on the argument,
historians recognize between forty and fifty legitimate Ozmas and their regents.

* The last Ozma, Ozma Tippetarius, is born of Ozma the Bilious.

Ozma the Bilious expires through an accident involving rat poisoning in the risotto. Her consort,
Pastorius, becomes Ozma Regent during the minority of Ozma Tippetarius.

 Pastorius rules over central Oz.

The Ozma Regent renames the hamlet known as Nubbly Meadows, near the ancient burial ground
of Open Tombs, as the Emerald City (EC). Declares the EC as the capital of united Oz.

* The Great Drought begins.
* By baloon, Oscar Zoroaster Diggs arrives in the Emerald City.

Diggs successfully mounts a Palace coup d’état. Pastorius is murdered, and the infant Ozma
Tippetarius disappears. She is presumed slain, perhaps in Southstairs Prison (built over the Open
Tombs), though an evergreen rumor claims she lies enchanted in a cave awaiting her return at
Oz’s darkest hour. Diggs becomes known as the Wizard of Oz.



THE WIZARDIC YEARS
» The Emerald City renovation is completed.
* The Wizard of Oz orders construction of the Yelow Brick Road.

This serves as a highway for the armies of the EC and aids in the collection of local taxes from
previously independent populations, especially in Quadling Country and on the eastern flanks of
the Great Kells of the Vinkus.

* Animal Adverse laws enacted. (The “Animal Courtesy” acts.)

Social unrest deriving from the Great Drought promotes an atmosphere of scapegoating and
hysterical patriotism.

» Munchkinland secedes from Loyal Oz.

Under the rule of Nessarose Thropp, Eminence of Munchkinland, the secession of the Free State of
Munchkinland is conducted with a minimum of bloodshed. The “breadbasket of Oz” maintains an
uneasy trade relationship with Loyal Oz.

* Nessarose Thropp dies.

The arrival in Oz of a visitor, a Dorothy Gale of Canzizz (sometimes transcribed as “Canzuss” or
“Kanziz”), results in the death of the Eminence. Though rumor suggests her sister, Elphaba
Thropp, will return to Munchkinland to mount a more aggressive campaign against the EC than
Nessarose ever did, such predictions prove baseless.

* Elphaba Thropp 1s vanquished.

The so-called Wicked Witch of the West, one-time agitator, now recluse, is subdued by the
powerful Dorothy Gale.

* The Wizard of Oz abdicates the throne.

The Wizard has held power for almost forty years. The causes of his departure remain a matter of
speculation.

THE TWIN INTERREGNUMS
 Lady Glinda Chuffrey, ne¢ Upland, is briefly instaled as Throne Minister.

The Animal Adverse laws are revoked, to little effect; Animals remain skeptical of their chances of
being reintegrated into human society in Oz. Many refuse to return to Loyal Oz from
Munchkinland, where they have taken refuge.

* The Scarecrow replaces Glinda as Throne Minister.



The Scarecrow, a figure of uncertain provenance, is often assumed to have been installed as
Throne Minister by Palace apparatchiks sympathetic to Shell Thropp, the youngest of the three
Thropp siblings. The Scarecrow proves a weak figurehead—a straw man, figuratively as well as
literally—though his elevation allows Shell Thropp to avoid having to challenge the popular Lady
Glinda for the leadership. The Scarecrow’s whereabouts following the end of his abbreviated
realm are never revealed.

Some historians hold that the Scarecrow serving as Throne Minister is not the same Scarecrow
who befriended Dorothy, though this assertion is based on circumstantial evidence.

THE EMPEROR APOSTLE
* Shel Thropp instals himself as Throne Minister of Oz.

Shell claims rights of ascendancy through an adroit manipulation of Palace power brokers. He
styles himself an “Emperor Apostle” by dint of formidable piety and sacred election.

In retaliation for a sortie into Loyal Oz by a band of Munchkinlander guerrillas, Shell authorizes
the invasion of Munchkinland for the purpose of appropriating Restwater, Oz’s biggest lake.
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PROLOGUE

Out of Oz

It would take Dorothy Gale and her relatives three days to reach the mountains by train from Kansas,
the conductor told them.

No matter what the schoolteacher had said about Galileo, Copernicus, and those other spoilsports,
any cockamamie theory that the world was round remained refuted by the geometrical instrument of a
rattling train applied to the spare facts of a prairie. Dorothy watched eagles and hawks careering too
high to cast shadows, she watched the returning larks and bluebirds, and she wondered what they
knew about the shape of the world, and if they would ever tel her.

Then the Rockies began to ice up along the spring horizon beyond the shoot-’em-up town of Denver.
Uncle Henry had never seen such a sight. He declared himself bewiligered at their height. “They
surely do remind me of the Great Kels of Oz, agreed Dorothy, “though the Kels looked less bossy,
somehow.” She tried to ignore the glance Uncle Henry shared with Aunt Em.

Some of the passes being snowed over, even in early April, the train made slower progress than the
timetable had promised. Aunt Em fretted that their hotel room would be given away. Uncle Henry
replied with an attempt at savoir faire. “I’l wire ahead at the next opportunity, Em. Hush yourself and
enjoy the nation.”

What a charade, that they were accustomed to taking fancified holidays. They had little extra money
for emergencies, Dorothy knew. They were spending their savings.

The train chuffed along valeys noisy with rushing waters, inched across trestles as if testing them for
purchase. It lolygagged up slopes. One cloudy afternoon it maneuvered through so many switchbacks
that the travelers lost al notion of east and west. In her seat, Dorothy hummed a little. Once she
thought she saw a castle on a ridge, but it was only a tricky rock formation.

“But I never before saw a rock that looked like a castle,” said Aunt Em brightly.
You never saw a castle, thought Dorothy, and tried not to be disappointed.

They worried their way through Nevada and its brownish springtime and at last came down into
Californ- eye-ay through a napland of orchards and vineyards. When the train paused outside
Sacramento to take on tinder, Dorothy saw a white peacock strutting along next to the tracks like a
general surveying his troops. It paused at her window and fanned out its impossible stitchery. She
could have sworn it was a White Peacock and that it would speak. But Toto began to yap out the open
window, and the Bird kept its own counsel.

Finaly the train shrugged and chuffed into San Francisco, a city so big and filthy and confounding that
Uncle Henry dared to murmur, “7#is beats your old Emerald City, I’l warrant.”



“Henry,” said his wife. “Pursed lips are kind lips.”

They found their hotel. The clerk was nice enough, a clean young man whose lips weren’t so much
pursed as rubied. He forgave their delay but could no longer supply them with a room only one flight
up, as they’d been promised. Aunt Em refused to try Mr. Otis’s hydraulic elevator so they had to
climb five flights. They carried their own bags to avoid having to tip.

That night they ate Kaiser rols they’d bought at the train station. Al the next day they stayed in the
hotel’s penitentialy severe room, as Aunt Em recovered from the taxation to her nerves caused by the
swaying of railway cars. She could not tolerate being left alone in a hotel chamber on their first day,
not when it felt as if the whole building was rocking and bucking as the train had done.

Dorothy was eager to go and see what she could see, but they wouldn’t let her walk out alone. “A city
1s not a prairie,” Aunt Em proclaimed through the damp washcloth laid from forehead to chin. “No
place for a compromised girl without a scrap of city wits.”

The spring air wafting through the open window next morning revived Aunt Em. Al these flights up, it
smeled of lilacs and hair oil and horse manure and hot sourdough loaves. Encouraged, the flatlanders
ventured outdoors. Dorothy carried Toto in a wicker basket, for old times’ sake. They stroled up to
the carriage entrance of the famous Palace Hotel and pretended they were waiting for a friend so they
could catch a glimpse of sinful excess. What an accomplished ofthand manner they showed, sneaking
sideways glances through the open doors at the potted ferns, the swags of rust-red velvet drapery, the
polished doorknobs. Also the glinting necklaces and earrings and cuff links, and gentlemen’s shirts
starched so clean it hurt the eye to look. “Smart enough,” said Aunt Em, “for suchlike who feel the
need to preen in public.” She was agog and dismissive at once, thought Dorothy, a considerable
achievement for a plain-minded woman.

“The Palace Hotel is al very wel,” said Dorothy at lunch—a frankfurter and a sumptuous orange from
a stal near Union Square—*‘but the Palace of the Emperor in the Emerald City is just as grand—"

“I shal be 1l.” Aunt Em, going pale. “I shal be il, Dorothy, if after al we have mortgaged on this
expedition you insist on seeing San Francisco by comparing it to some imagined otherworld. I shal be
quite, quite il.”

“I mean nothing by it,” said Dorothy. “Please, I’l be stil. It’s true I’ve never seen anything like most of
this.”

“The world 1s wonderful enough without your having to invent an alternative,” said Uncle Henry. A
tired man by now, not a wel man either, and stretched to put things baldly while there was time. “Who
1s going to take you in marriage, Dorothy, if you’ve already given yourself over to delusions and
visions?”

“Snares of the wicked one.” Aunt Em, spitting an orange seed into the street. “We have been kind,
Dorothy, and we have been patient. We have sat silent and we have spoken out. You must put the
corrupting nightmare of Oz behind you. Close it behind a door and never speak of it again. Or you wil
find yourself locked within it. Alone. We aren’t going to live forever, and you must learn to manage in



the real world.”

“I should imagine I’'m too young to be thinking of marriage.”

“You are already sixteen,” snapped her aunt. “/ was married at seventeen.”

Uncle Henry’s eyes glinted merrily and he mouthed across his wife’s head at Dorothy: Too young.

Dorothy knew they had her best interests at heart. And it was true that since her delivery from Oz six
years ago, she had proved a rare creature, a freak of nature. Her uncle and aunt didn’t know what to
make of her. When she had appeared on the horizon, crossing the prairie by foot—shoeless but
clutching Toto—long enough after Uncle Henry and Aunt Em’s home had been carried away that
they’d built themselves a replacement—her return was reckoned a statistical impossibility. Who rides
the winds in a twister and lives to tel about 1t? Though Kansans set store on the notion of revelation,
they are skeptical when asked to accept any whole-cloth gospel not measurable by brass tacks they’ve
waloped into the dry goods counter themselves. So upon her return, Dorothy had been greeted not as a
ghost or an angel, neither blessed by the Lord nor saved by a secret pact she must have made with the
Evil One. Just tetched, concluded the good folks of the district. Tetched in the big fat head.

The local schoolchildren who had often before given Dorothy a wide berth now made irrevocable
their policy of shunning her. They were unanimous but wordless about it. They were after al
Christians.

She’d learned to keep Oz to herself, more or less; of course things slipped out. But she didn’t want to
be figured as peculiar. She’d taken up singing on the way home from the schoolhouse as a way to
disguise the fact that no one would walk with her. And now that she was done with school, it seemed
there were no neighbors who might tolerate her company long enough to find her marriageable. So
Uncle Henry and Aunt Em were making this lastditch effort to prove that the workaday world of the
Lord God Almighty was plenty rich and wonderful enough to satisfy Dorothy’s curiosity for marvels.
She didn’t need to keep inventing impossible nonsense. She keeps on yammering about that fever
dream of Oz and she’ll be an old spinster with no one to warble to but the bones of Toto.

They rode cable cars. “Nothing like these in al of Oz!” said Dorothy as the cars bit their way
upslope, tooth by tooth, and then plunged down.

They went to the Fisherman’s Wharf. Dorothy had never seen the ocean before; nor had Uncle Henry
or Aunt Em. The man who sold them hanks of fried fish wrapped in twists of newspaper remarked
that this wasn’t the ocean, just the bay. To see the ocean they’d need to go farther west, to the
Presidio, or to Golden Gate Park.

For its prettier name, they headed to Golden Gate Park. A policeman told them that when the long
swel of greenery was being laid out, the city hadn’t yet expanded west past Divisadero Street, and
anything beyond had been known by squatters and locals as the Outside Lands. “Oh?” said Dorothy,
with brightening interest.

“That’s where you’l find the ocean.”



They made their way to the edge of the continent first by carriage and then on foot, but the world’s
edge proved disappointingly muffled in fog. The ocean was a sham. They could see no farther out into
the supposed Pacific Ocean than they’d been able to look across the San Francisco Bay. And it was
colder, a stiff wind tossing up briny air. The guls keened, biblical prophets practicing jeremiad,
knowing more than they would let on. Aunt Em caught a sniffle, so they couldn’t stay and wait to see
if the fog would lift. The clammy saltiness disagreed with her—and she with it, she did declare.

That night, as Aunt Em was repairing to her bed, Uncle Henry wheedled from his wife a permission
to take Dorothy out on the town. He hired a trap to bring Dorothy into a district caled Chinatown.

Dorothy wanted so badly to tel Uncle Henry that ¢his is what it felt like to be in Oz—this otherness,
this weird but convincing reality—that she bit a bruise in the side of her mouth, trying not to speak.
Toto looked wary, as if the residents on doorsils were sizing him up to see how many Chinese
relatives he might feed.

After a number of false starts, Uncle Henry located a restaurant where other God-fearing white
people seemed comfortable entering, and a few were even safely leaving, which was a good sign. So
they went inside.

A staid woman at a counter nodded at them. Her unmoving features looked carved in beef aspic.
When she slipped off her stool to show Henry to a table, Dorothy saw that she was tiny. Tiny and
stout and wrapped round with shiny red silk. She only came up to Dorothy’s lowest rib. To prevent
her from saying A Munchkin! Uncle Henry said to Dorothy, with his eyes, No.

They ate a spicy, peculiar meal, very wet, ful of moist grit. They wouldn’t know how to describe any
of it to Aunt Em when they went back, and they were glad she wasn’t there. She would have swooned
with the mystery of it. They liked it, though Uncle Henry chewed with the front of his lips clenched
and the sides puckered open for air in case he changed his mind midbite.

“Where are these people from? Why are they here?”” asked Dorothy in a whisper, pushing a chopstick
into her basket so Toto could have something to gnaw.

“They’re furriners from China, which is across the world,” said Uncle Henry. “They came to build
the railroad that we traveled on, and they stayed to open laundries and restaurants.”

“Why didn’t they ever come to Kansas?”
“They must be too smart.”

They both laughed at this, turning red. Dorothy could see that Uncle Henry loved her. It wasn’t his
fault she seemed out of her mind.

“Uncle Henry,” said Dorothy before they had finished the grassy tea, “I know you’ve nearly
poorhoused yourself to bring me here. I know why you and Aunt Em have done it. You want to show
me the world and distract me with reality. It’s a good strategy and a mighty sound ambition. I shal try
to repay you for your kindness to me by keeping my mouth shut about Oz.”



“Your sainted Aunt Em chooses to keep mum about it, Dorothy, but she knows you’ve had an
experience few can match. However you managed to survive from the time the twister snatched our
house away until the time you returned from the wilderness—whatever you scrabbled to find and eat
that might have caused this weakness in your head—you nonetheless did manage. No one back home
expected we’d ever find your corpse, let alone meet up again with your cheery optimistic self. You're
some pioneer, Dorothy. Every minute of your life is its own real miracle. Don’t deny it by fastening
upon the temptation of some tomfoolery.”

She chose her words carefuly. “It’s just that it’s al so clear in my mind.”
“A mind is something a young lady from Kansas learns to keep private.”

As they began to pile up their plates, the Munchkin Chinee—that is, the little bowing woman in her
silks and satins—scurried to interrupt them, and she brought them each a pastry like a crumpled
seedpod.

When Uncle Henry and Dorothy looked dubious, she showed them how to crack one open. The
fragments tasted like Aunt Em’s biscuits, dry and without savor. Inside, how drol: a scrap of paper in
each one.

Marks in a funny squarish language on one side, letters in English on the other.

By the red light of the Chinese lantern leering over their table, Uncle Henry worked to decipher his
secret message. His book learning had been scant. “Mid pleasure and palaces though we may roam,
Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home,” he read. “John Howard Payne.”

“Pain is right,” said Dorothy. “Meaning no disrespect, Uncle Henry.”

“He has a point, though, Dorothy. Be it ever so humble, and we have the humble part covered good
enough, there’s no place like home. Now you read yours.”

“My mind to me a kingdom is, Such present joys therein I find, That it excels al other bliss That Earth
affords or grows by kind. Sir Edward Dyer.”

“Dire is right,” said Uncle Henry.

The hobbled, squinch-eyed woman in red saw them through the beaded curtains toward the street, but
at the lacquered door she grabbed Dorothy’s sleeve. “For you,” she said and handed Dorothy a tiny
bamboo cage. Inside was a cricket. “For ruck. Cricket for ruck.”

Why do I need luck? Dorothy thought she’d spoken to herself but the woman answered as if she’d
spoken aloud. (Maybe she had. Maybe she was dotty, a dodo, like the children had caled her. Dotty
Dorothy. Dorothy Dodo.)

“You on journey going,” said the old woman, though whether this was an observation, a prophecy, or
a swift good-bye, Dorothy couldn’t tel.



Distastefuly Dorothy fingered the little cage. The locusts of Kansas had made her dubious about
crickets. Stil, the little twiglet was alive, for it bounced against its straw-colored bars. It didn’t sing.
“I don’t believe animals should be in cages,” she said to Uncle Henry.

“People neither,” he answered, almost by rote. His one-note message. “Don’t cage yourself in your
fantasticals, girl. Before it’s too late, get your mind out of Oz, or you’l be sorry.”

“I take your point, Uncle Henry. I’ve taken it for some time now.”
“You’re welcome.” He put his hand on his rib and breathed through the pain for a moment.

They walked down the street in silence, under a magnificently carved and painted gateway that
spanned the street. Electrification had come to San Francisco and the granite of the buildings glittered
as if crystals of snow were salted into the stone. It seemed a nonsense-day and a half-night at the same
time.

Maybe Uncle Henry was right. Maybe there was enough in this world to make her forget Oz. But was
that the right motivation for marrying a Kansas farmer, assuming she could land one?

Only, she supposed, if he was the right farmer.

At the hotel she begged Uncle Henry that they ride the lift up to their floor. “Your Auntie Em wouldn’t
approve, fretting for our safety,” he replied. “Whether she’s around to notice or not, I never behave as
she’d disagree with, in honor of her.”

What a set of stairs to walk up, she thought.

But when they reached the fifth floor, he winked at her and kept going. Three, four more flights. She
folowed wordlessly. At the top level they found a door. It opened easily enough to reveal to them a
glowing cityscape. The canyons between buildings were running with light and sound. On the electric
blue darkness, al around Dorothy and Uncle Henry, hung the iluminated windows of people in rooms.
A museum of their living lives. Golden squares and rectangles. “Oh,” she exclaimed, “no fibbing—
it’s better than the Emerald City! But where is the ocean? We’re so high. Can we see it?”” They
worked out which direction to look. This late at night there was nothing except for darkness. “That
empty place without lights,” said Uncle Henry. “It must be there, though you can’t see it.”

“Some say that about ... other places,” she replied, but not harshly. “Beyond the ocean, what’s
there?”

“The land of the Japanee and the Chinee. A whole society of them, al talking in that singy-song way
they got.”

“And the ocean.” She could hardly bear it. “What’s it like?”
“I never seen it yet, but tomorrow we can come back up here.”

She was lost that night, when she finaly managed to sleep, in the raspy claws of dreams that wouldn’t



declare themselves fuly. The cricket chirped on one side of her and Uncle Henry wheezed in concert.

As the first light weakened the blackness of sky, but long before dawn, Toto began to whine. “Hush,
Auntie Em is feeling poorly after our long trip,” whispered Dorothy, but Toto needed to go outside.
Dorothy hunched herself into her clothes and grabbed the cricket cage, and let herself out of the room,
leaving the door open a crack so she could return without disturbing her worthy relatives.

It didn’t take long to find Toto a scrap of junk ground in which to do his business. Dorothy turned her
head. Many of the lights were lowered now but there was a strange apprehensiveness to the street,
like the setting of a stage in which a play was about to begin. The charcoal of the night decayed into a
smokier shade, stil dark but somehow more transparent. “Come on, we’l be in six kinds of trouble if
they find us out on the street alone,” said Dorothy. “Let’s go up.”

In the lobby she saw the elevator man asleep in a lounge chair, his head to one side and his little cap
askew. In that funny high-waisted jacket he looked like a flying monkey she’d once known. How were
they ever affording this, poor dear Henry and Em, late of the Kansas prairie? So frightened of her. So
eager for an acceptable future. She would make it worth their while.

She stepped into the cage and puled the door shut. The door was fretted, like sets of linked scissors,
like the threads of an old apron if you scrub it too hard with lye. Connected to itself, but airy. There
was a single control, as far as she could see. She gripped the brass handle and revolved it a ful half
turn, and the floor began to lift, with Dorothy and Toto and the cricket inside. She almost squealed,
but she knew the merest sound might wake the elevator attendant, and she probably risked being put in
jail for ambushing a lift and taking it on a joy ride.

The perforated room sailed up past the fifth floor, al the way to the ninth, which led to the roof. She
remembered. She tiptoed from the elevator cabin and shouldered her way through the door, into the
chil of dawn above the ocean.

In the few moments she’d been rising in the lift, the sky had lightened that much more. The effect was
not so smoky, more pearlescent. The buildings at this hour seemed less defined by light. They looked
like stone formations left behind after some unimaginable geologic event.

She could make out a tongue of sea beyond the buildings to the west. But no sound from this far away.
No apparent motion. Only a lapidary expanse dimming and shading into the sky. No horizon line: just
endlessness. Sea and sky inseparable.

Toto began to whimper and to jump around as if he wanted to leap from the ninth floor. “It’s not
frightening, 1t isn’t,” she said, though she didn’t know whether she was trying to convince herself or
the dog.

“It’s just the ocean, and another world on the other side. You know al about that. You’re the best-
traveled mutt in history, Toto. Stop your fussing! What are you fussing about?” The dog appeared to
be going mad, running in circles around her and yipping in some sort of distress.

Dorothy set the cricket cage upon the stone barrier that kept people from faling off the flat roof. “You



can come out,” she said to the cricket. “I make my own luck, you make yours. Nobody should live in a
cage. Never surrender to that.”

The cricket emerged and rubbed some scratchy parts of itself together. Whether it leaped or whether
the wind took it, Dorothy couldn’t say. The cricket guest was there one moment and gone the next.

“Safe landing,” she caled lightly after it. “Oh, al right, Toto, stop that infernal fussing. The wind isn’t
going to take you, too. Once in your life was enough.” She picked up the dog and went back into the
building. The elevator was where she had left it, quivering at this height. She would ride it down to
the fifth floor, and go in and rest next to her uncle and aunt. She had spied something of the ocean,
some little hem of it. The globe was round. She could see there was another world beyond this one.
That would have to do. Meanwhile, some corn-blind farmer, waled on four sides of his life by
Superior Alfalfa, was waiting for her.

She began her descent. She passed the eighth floor and the seventh. About quarter past five on the
morning of April 18, 1906, the buildings of San Francisco started to shake.
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One of her earliest memories. Maybe her first, it was hard to tel, time was unstable then. Swimming
through grass that came up as high as her underarms. Or it may have been new grain not yet roughened
by summer. Late spring, probably. Her chin stroked by paintbrush tips of green.

Sunk in the world, unable to feel anything but the magic of it. Unable to take part.

The field was as wide as the sky, while she was so low that she couldn’t see over horizons of any
sort. At a smal clearing where (she later realized) a farmer’s cart or plow might turn around, she
came upon the skin of a mouse in the cropped and daisied grass.

The mouse pelt was stil soft and almost warm. Supple, not leathery. As if some snake or owl had
caught the creature and eaten it through a seam, blood and bones and little liver and al, but had tossed
aside, nearly in one piece, the furry husk.

She had picked it up and dressed her forefinger with it, becoming Mouse. Quickening into Mouse. It
had made her feel foreign to herself, and real. Realer. Then the feeling overwhelmed her and with a
cry she shuddered the Mouse-shuck off her, away.

It disappeared into the grain. Immediately she loathed herself for cowardice and the loss of a magic
thing, and she hunted for i1t until the memory had hardened into a notion of stupidity and regret.

She kept the memory and suffered the longing but never again was so real a Mouse, not for her whole
life.

2.

Please,” said Miss Murth. “He won’t take no for an answer. It’s been an hour and a half.” She laid
her palm on her bosom as if, thought Glinda, it were in danger of being noticed. Her fingers fluttered.
Murth’s fingers were notched and rickety, like her teeth.

“There 1s no need to be afraid of men, Miss Murth.”

“It’s an imposition for you to be expected to receive visitors when you are not ‘at home,” but these
are trying times, Lady Glinda. You must hurry. And I can tel by the bars and braids upon his dress
uniform that he is a commanding officer.”

“How commanding? Don’t answer that. At least he carries dress uniform into the field.” She worked
with a brush and then plunged an ivory comb into her hair, buttressing a heap of it at the nape of her
neck.

Ah, hair. “This whole thing is vexing. When I was young and at school, Miss Murth—"
“You’re stil young, Lady Glinda—"

“Compared to some. Don’t interrupt. How times have changed!—that a woman of position can be
importuned almost at the doors of her boudoir. And without so much as a letter of introduction.”



“I know. Can I help you in any way...?”

Glinda picked up a smal looking glass with a handle of rather fine design. She peeked at her face, her
eyes, her lips—oh, the start of vertical pleats below the join of chin to neck; before long she would
look like a concertina. But what could she do? Under the circumstances. A little more powder above
the eyebrows, perhaps. At least she was younger than Miss Murth, who was hugging senility. “You
may give me your appraisal, Miss Murth.”

“Quite acceptable, Lady Glinda. There aren’t many who could wear a sprigged foxile with such
confidence ... under these circumstances.”

“Considering we’re walowing in a civil war, you mean? Don’t answer that. Show the unwelcome
visitor to the pergola. I shal be down presently.”

“In any weather, you do us proud, Lady Glinda.”

Glinda said nothing more for the moment, just waved her hand. Miss Murth disappeared. Glinda
continued to daly at her dressing table in order to buy time to think. Strategy had never been her strong
suit.

So far the time spent over her toilet had bought her precious little except for a manicure. Wel, she
could admire her cuticles after the chains were slapped on, if that was where this was heading.

She was affixing an earring when the door burst open and Miss Murth entered the room backward.
“Sir, I protest, I do protest—Madame, I have protested—Sir, I insist!” He pushed her into a chair so
hard that three top buttons of her respectable blouse popped and spun onto the floor. Several inches of
Miss Murth’s private neck were exposed. She grabbed a pilow to conceal herself.

Poor little me, surrounded by the retinue I deserve, thought Glinda. She nodded at Cherrystone and
waved to a tufted stool. He remained standing.

“I was told you were ready to see me,” said General Cherrystone.

“Wel, I was almost ready to see you in the pergola, where thanks to the grapevines the light is less
accusatory.” She finished putting on the second earring. “Stil, we must move with the times. Miss
Murth, if you have finished composing yourself? A little air, the window, such stifling... Excuse the
atmosphere, sir. Ladies in their chambers and al that.”

“I was afraid I’d hear that you’d been spotted leaving through the servants’ entrance and taken into
custody by my men. I wanted to spare you the indignity. I assumed that ninety minutes was enough for
you to compose yourself, and I see I was right. You remain a captivating woman, Lady Glinda.”

“When I was the Throne Minister of Oz, that would have been a most impertinent remark. Stil, I'm
retired now, so thanks a lot. To what boysy sort of escapade do I owe the pleasure of your company?”

“Don’t play the naif; it doesn’t suit you any longer. I’m here to requisition Mockbeggar Hal.”



“But of course you’l do nothing of the sort. You have no grounds and I am certain you have no
authority. You wil stay for elevenses though? Do.”

“I’m sure you’re aware that your name has come up for questioning in the Emerald City. For your
refusal to evacuate the premises. Some cal it seditious.” She studied him before he spoke. It had been
some years since their paths had crossed, and she had once been his boss. Had she treated him wel?
But what did that matter? Here he was. With a good head of hair; she admired that in any man past
fifty. Though the gloss in his locks was gone, and the color was of dirty coins. He’d shaved. A missed
stand of stubble under one ear betrayed the grey. Shaved—for her? Should she feel flattered?
Curious: his eyes were no more guarded than they’d once been. That was how he had gotten ahead,
she thought—oh, mercy, a moment of clarity, how unusual and piercing, but concentrate, what was
that thought again?—Cherrystone had always seemed ... approachable. Sanguine. Ordinary, cheery.
Those peppery, bitten smiles, the self-deprecation. The shrugs. 4 pose like any other. Beware,
Galinda, she said to herself, not realizing she was addressing herself with her childhood name.

“Sedition?” she ventured. “Bizarre, but you’re joking.”

He spoke in even tones, as if briefing a dul-witted client. “Lady Glinda. Loyal Oz has mounted an
invasion of Munchkinland. We are at war. Under the circumstances, the Emerald City magistrates
have found your refusal to leave Mockbeggar Hal and Munchkinland al but treasonous. You hardly
need me to explain; the Emperor’s counsel has sent you petitions by diplomatic pouch, to which you
have refused to respond.”

“I’m not much for correspondence. I could never choose the right stationery, rainbows or butterflies.”

“You make it impossible for anyone to mount a case in your favor. Even your supporters in the EC are
flummoxed at your obstinacy. What’s your rationale? Lord Chuffrey, rest his soul, was from the
capital, while you originate in Gilikin Country. You can claim no family roots here. Ergo, your
insistence at residing in a state with which we are at war 1s tantamount to a betrayal of Loyal Oz.”

“Is that what determines one as a traitor these days? One’s address?”

“It makes no difference now. It’s my sad duty to inform you that you are under arrest. Stil”—the good
guy at work, she saw it—"“you’re free to make a statement on record, as we have a witness in your
lady-in-waiting. What do you cal yourself? A rebel? Or a loyalist?”

“I cal myself wel bred, which means not talking politics in society.”

He gave a half-nod, though she couldn’t guess if it was acknowledgment of protocol or proof that he
considered her borderline berserk. Stil, he continued in a dogged manner. “’You understand the
thinking of the EC magistrates. You must. Mockbeggar Hal is in Munchkinland. And you haven’t been
seen in the city in five years. You haven’t hosted a soirée in your house in Mennipin Square in too
many seasons to count.”

“When one has become famous, one finds it harder to go out to the shops without being pestered by
wel-wishers and rabble. And realy: Where would I go? The Emerald Cizy? Please. I couldn’t step



foot outside the front door in Mennipin Square without people flocking to me. It’s tiresome to have to
... beam so. My face hurts.” He looked as if he thought her quite the incapable liar.

Doggedly she went on. “I prefer the quiet life now. I look after my garden... I train the climbing
roses, deadhead the pansies.” This was sounding feeble. “I like to arrange flowers.” Their eyes both
drifted to a milk jug on the table between them where a fistful of listing tulips, papery and translucent
with age, had dropped a few browned petals. Sad, realy. Condemning. She tried again.

“In truth, I’ve been composing my memoirs, and the country is conducive to reflection, don’t you see.”

“But why have you parked yourself in a country home abroad instead of in Loyal Oz, from where the
Arduennas and the Uplands hail?”

“Darling Cherrystone. Lord Chuffrey’s family had this house long before Munchkinland seceded—
what, is it thirty years ago by now? And when I became Throne Minister, and this place remained
accessible via the east-leading branch of the Yelow Brick Road, why shouldn’t I repair here? I could
get back and forth to the capital with ease and safety.”

“You could have relocated. There are other great houses within a few days’ ride of the Palace.”

“But this house. 1t’s the real thing. Palantine Revival, don’t you know. Without any of those tacky so-
caled improvements affixed with sticky tape and safety pins ... no, it’s simply the best of its kind.
You must have noticed the twice-etched pilars inlaid with strabbous onyx on either side of the south
porch? In ranks of three? Genuine Parrith’s, I tel you, verified by the Parrith Society. He didn’t work
in onyx anywhere else, not even in the Emerald City.”

“In fidelity to the nation, a patriot would pick up and move house...” His tone was ominous, as if he
had forgotten to notice the south porch. The oaf.

“This house doesn’t move. Most don’t. Or are you referring to Dorothy?”” she said coldly. “She
moved house rather capably, as we al remember. Mercy, could she move house.”

“Always clever. But, Lady Glinda, you align yourself with the wrong sort if you do not step in line.”

“I didn’t draw this line, or any others. And if by ‘the wrong sort’ you are referring to the departed
Thropp sisters, Nessarose and Elphaba, wel, that’s tired business. They’ve been dead and gone,
what, fifteen, sixteen years now.”

“I have little time for this; I’ve heard what [ need. You have not declared yourself unequivocaly
patriotic. That’s now a matter of public record. But I warn you, Lady Glinda. There are borders one
should not cross.”

“If Elphaba observed any border, she’d go out of her way to trespass against it. Or are we talking,
obliquely, about social class? Have a brandy, it’s nearly noonday. Miss Murth, are you composed
enough to decant something for us?”

Cherrystone said, “I must decline. There is much to arrange. You have been served notice of detention



at home. I am taking over Mockbeggar Hal as my headquarters.” Glinda sat forward and gripped the
arms of her chair, though her voice remained casual. “I would do the same were I you, I suppose. It
isn’t often that a boy of your humble beginnings gets to lodge in a jewel box like this. Wil you be a
honey, though, and do mind your bloody boots when it comes to the sofas?”

His boots shone like ice, of course.

“And where wil you expect me to lodge?” she continued in a stiffer voice. “Do you intend to plunge
me and my staff into some oubliette?”

“You may maintain your private apartments and you won’t be disturbed. I am afraid we shal have to
dismiss your staff.” She gave a laugh. “I don’t do without staff. Sir.” Her refusing to use his military
title was intended as an insult, and she watched it land.

“A skeletal company then. Two, three.”

“A dozen. And the departing staff wil need guarantee of safe passage through the armies that seem”™—
she indicated the window—*to be wreaking havoc in the hydrangeas.”

“Please submit a list of those who wil remain so we can have them vetted.”
He crossed his long legs, as if making bivouac in some forest glade. The nerve.
“I mean now,” he added.

“Oh, my goodness, military life is so brusque. I had quite forgotten. Have you forgotten, Commander
Cherrystone, that in my station—"

“General. General Cherrystone, not Commander.”

“Oh, I beg your pardon.” Could he tel she was having him on? “Nonetheless, though [ wish I’d
maintained a private army to turf you out, I shal do as you request in return for your promise not to
molest those staff who must be made redundant. I shal require, let’s see. A chef, a sommelier, a
butler. That’s three. An ostler and a driver. That’s five. And a lady-in-waiting as chaperone at
home...” She gestured toward the woman nearby. “Not you, Miss Murth, you are too dour.”

Miss Murth wailed.
“Only kidding, Miss Murth! Though I turn serious if you shriek again.”

“That’s six,” said Cherrystone. “More than enough. Though in actual fact you won’t need an ostler or
a driver.”

“Surely you don’t plan to confine me? To keep me from making my rounds among the poor of the
parish?”

He snorted. “You’re doing charity?”



“Don’t sound so surprised. It’s bundles of fun.”

“When you wish to dispense largesse, you can rely on me to supply you a driver and a chaperone.
We’l subtract two from your list of six. No ostler, no driver. That leaves you four. That sounds quite
enough.”

“Oh, and yes, I shal need a girl to help me bathe.”
“You’ve forgotten how to bathe?”

“The powders, dear Sir. The unguents. The gentle persuasion of peroxide. You need study me more
closely, or do you think such beauty as I pretend to is wholy of the natural order?”” He colored
slightly. She had him, and carried on. “Unless you want to dispatch a young foot soldier to do the
work? In the interest of military economies? Very wel, if [ must. Provided I get to interview the
nominees and make the choice myself. I pride myself on being able to tel a healthy—"

“Five retainers, then. Submit to me their names and their points of origin. You wil not be alowed to
maintain Munchkinlanders, I am afraid.”

“Wel, we stand in agreement on that matter, for I always found oldstock Munchkins too petite to reach
the sideboard. In any event one is wise to keep the sherry on an upper shelf, don’t you know.” He
ticked on the fingers of one hand. “A companion, a butler, a chef, a sommelier, a private maid. You
may take the afternoon to write out their references. But we’l drop the sommelier, I think. I know a bit
about wine. I'l take pleasure in making recommendations myself.”

“I don’t supply supporting documents, General Cherrystone. I am Lady Glinda.” She stood up so
suddenly she felt light-headed. “Your horses are eating my roses. Miss Murth, would you see the
General out?”

When he’d gone, she remained at the window. Restwater, the largest of Oz’s lakes, glowed keenly
white in the high sun. A few storks waded in the rushes of the nearer cove. She could glimpse little
sign of the fishing fleet out on the water. The fishermen had tucked their vessels up tightly somewhere,
and were hoping to sit out the invasion without starving.

There was no safe place in Oz for Glinda. She knew this. The government administrators in the
Emerald City—the Emperor’s men—were just waiting for her to emerge. She was too popular a
figurehead to be alowed to swan about freely in the EC. Her longtime sponsorship of an institute of
maunts latterly accused of printing seditious broadsides was enough reason to lock her away. Risky
business, offering patronage. No, her bread was buttered good and hard on the wrong side. Better to
tough it out here and manage her private obligations as best she might, for as long as she could.

3.

By noontime the next day the soldiers’ horses had drunk the fountain dry. The forecourt of crushed
lake abalone reeked with horse manure. “Do bring a message to the General,” said Glinda, “and
inform him that there’s a whole lake forty feet beyond the lawns. Since this invasion is al about the



appropriation of water, perhaps he’d be so kind as to lead his cavalry down to the water’s edge?”

“I do not think, Lady Glinda, that he listens to me overmuch,” said Miss Murth unhappily. “I would
not command his attention.”

“Try. We are al under pressure, Miss Murth. We must do our best. And we may be confined for some
time, so I suppose I should convene a coloquy among the help. Propose a common attitude toward this
intrusion, and so on. What do you think?”

“I was never good at current affairs. [ preferred the arts of needlework and correspondence.”
“Correspondence? To whomever would you write?”

“Wel. The papers.”

“So you took the papers. You never read the papers, surely?”

“I found news somewhat sulying.” Miss Murth fluffed the feathers on Lady Glinda’s afternoon hat;
they remained droopy. But Lady Glinda wasn’t going anywhere. “It wasn’t a wise choice, I now see,”
said Miss Murth. “I might have folowed politics, but I preferred the society columns. When you were
in them.”

“Surely I’m in them stil.”

Miss Murth sighed. “It’s a shame about the horse droppings.”

“Miss Murth. 4re you listening?”

Miss Murth straightened her shoulders to indicate that she was indeed listening, damn it.

“You ought to folow events, Miss Murth. You remember that skirmish by Munchkinlanders into Loyal
Oz last fal? Oh, don’t look at me like that, it was west of here, near that strip of land that divides
Kelswater and Restwater. You remember. Near the mauntery of Saint Glinda, where I sometimes like
to go and consider my soul, my debts, my diet, and so on? Yes?”

“Yes. With those cloistered ladies who think they’re so holy.”
“Miss Murth. Do try to attend. Out of the goodness of my heart I’'m sharing what I have picked up.”

“The skirmish. Yes. Everyone was so vexed,” recaled Miss Murth, aiming at drolery and achieving
condescension. “It completely upended the social season.” Damn the attitude of help; Glinda was
talking this out to get it straight in her own head. “When by winter’s end our Munchkinlander tenants
and neighbors had retreated under the superior fire of the EC

forces, they scurried back east. I hear they’ve been beavering about, renovating some antique fortress
at the easternmost end of the lake. Where the Munchkin River debouches. So I believe General
Cherrystone is stopping here to wait for reinforcements before pressing farther east. If he takes the



fort at the head of the lake, he’l have access to the river, which is a virtual high road of water straight
into the breadbasket of Oz, straight to Bright Lettins and to the seat of the Munchkinland government at
Colwen Grounds.”

“Where the Thropp family used to live, back in the day.” Miss Murth sniffed.

“Indeed. Wel, not Elphaba, nor her brother Shel. Oh excuse me: Emperor. But their great-grandfather
the Eminent Thropp ruled from that house. A pretentious heap compared to Mockbeggar’s understated
charm! But never mind al that. It’s on the strength of his bloodlines that Shel Thropp claims Colwen
Grounds and, by extension, the right to rule al of Munchkinland. So he starts with Restwater, which
until the secession of Munchkinland twenty-umpty years ago, or something like that, had always
provided water for the Emerald City.”

“If we’re through reviewing current events,” said Miss Murth, “the General is waiting for the list of
staff. He threatens to imprison the whole lot of us if he doesn’t receive it by teatime.”

“Very wel. Find a quil and take down this list. You can remind me of the names, if you wil. Put
yourself first, Miss Murth. Have you a first name?”

“Yes, in fact.”

“How alarming. Next, Chef. What’s he caled?”
“Ig Baernaeraenaesis.”

“Write Chef. Write Puggles the Butler.”

“His real name is Po Understar.”

“Oh, this 1s so tedious! Am I expected to remember these names? Is that the lot? Are we missing
anyone? | think that’s it.”

“You requested a chambermaid.”

“That’s right, I did. Now whom should I pick? There’s Mirrtle. She’s a little cross-eyed but she plays
a mean hand of graboge. There’s the broomgirl who does the steps. I don’t recal her name. And then
sily Floxiaza. No, she steals my cologne. Not Floxiaza. What do you think? Mirrtle, shal we?”

“I like Mirrtle,” said Miss Murth. “One can rely on Mirrtle to keep a civil tongue to her superiors.”
“Then I’l choose the broomgirl. Write down the broomgirl. What is her name?”

“I’1 ask her,” said Miss Murth. “Nobody ever uses it so I doubt she’l remember, but maybe she’l
surprise us al. May I deliver this now? I don’t want to appear cowering but the General seems
insistent.”

“I suppose I should sign it.”



“I have signed it for you.”

“You’re a blessing in disguise.” Glinda looked her over. “A very capable disguise. You may
consider yourself dismissed.” 4.

She was standing at a weir. Though later she realized someone must have built it, at the time it
seemed just another caprice of nature. An S-shaped curve of broad flat stones, to channel the water,
slow it, creating a deep pool on the upstream edge. Along that side a fretwork of bentlebranch fronds
had been twisted and laced together lateraly, further helping to slow the water that coursed through—
when water coursed, that is. Today it was frozen.

Probably she’d been wearing boots, but she didn’t remember boots, or mittens, or even a coat. What
the mind chooses to colect, and what it throws away!

She leaned from the walkway over the top of the artificial thicket. She could see that the whole affair
guided the stream through a channel. Good for fishing.

The surface of the stream was glassy, here and there dusted with snow. Beneath the surface of the ice
some hardy reed stil waved underwater with the slowed-down motion of a dream. She could almost
see her face there beneath al this cold, among the hints of green, of spring.

Never one for studying herself, though, her eye had caught a flick of movement a few feet on. In a
pocket in the ice of the stream, a little coppery fish was turning round and round, as if trapped. How
had it gotten separated from the members of its school, who were probably al buried in the mud, lost
in cold dreams til spring? Though she couldn’t have known about hibernation yet.

One hand on the unstable balustrade, she ventured onto the ice. The trapped fish needed to be
released. It would die in its little natural bowl. Die of loneliness if nothing else. She knew about
loneliness.

A stick came to her unmittened hand somehow. She must have dropped her mittens, the better to grasp
the stick. Or she’d been out without protection. It didn’t matter. She bashed at the ice for some time,
never thinking that the floor could capsize and she might go in the drink. Drown, or freeze, or become
mighty uncomfortable some other way.

Little by little she hacked away a channel. The fish heard the vibrations and circled more vigorously,
but there was no place for it to go. Finaly she had opened a hole big enough for her finger.

The fish came up and nestled against her, as if her forefinger were a mother fish. The scrap of
briliance leaned there, at a slight tilt.

That’s what she remembered, anyway.

She had gone on to release the fish. What had she done with 1t? With the stream frozen over? The rest
was lost, lost to time. Like so much.

But she remembered the way the fish belied against her finger.



This must be another very early memory. Was no one looking after her? Why was she always out
alone?

And where had this taken place? Where in the world did childhood happen, anyway?
5.

Glinda finished her morning tisane and waited, but no one came to take away the tray. Oh, right, she
remembered. But where was Murth when you needed her? The woman was useless. Useless and
pathetic.

A light rain pattered, just strong enough to make the idea of Glinda’s giving an audience in the
forecourt something of a mistake. She’d rather send remarks through a factotum, but that was the
problem: the factotums were getting the boot. The least she could do was give her good-byes in
person.

There was nothing for it but that Glinda must poke about the wardrobe herself and locate some sort of
bumbershoot.

Puggles saw her struggling with the front door and rescued her. “Let me help, Mum,” he said,
relieving her of the umbrela. It had a handle carved to look like a flying monkey; she hadn’t noticed
that.

Probably Cherrystone would decide that the umbrela was grounds for her execution. Wel, stuff him
with a rippled rutabaga.

“Everyone’s assembled, Mum,” said Puggles. “As you requested. Too bad about the weather, but
there you are.”

She’d written some notes al by herself, but raindrops smeared the ink when she took them out of her
purse. “Goodness, Puggles,” she said in a low voice. “Do so many work here?”

“Until today.”

“I never quite realized. Wel, one rarely assembles the staff al at once.”

“Once a year. The below-stairs staff party at Lurlinemas. But you don’t attend.”

“I send the ale and those funny little baskets from the Fairy Preenela, one for everybody.”
“Yes, Mum. I know. I order them and arrange for their delivery myself.”

Was he being uppity? She couldn’t blame him. She should have realized the household staff was this
large. There must be seventy people gathered here. “If this is the number on which we normaly rely,
how are we to get along with only a skeletal crew, Puggles?”

But he’d stepped back to join the paltry retinue that would not be dismissed, which had lined up



behind her.

Awkward. In what degree of affection or distance ought she to address them? The situation was
grave; many of them were in tears. She was glad she had worn the watered-silk moss luncheon gown
with the peek-a-boo calf flare and the carmine colar; she’d be stunning against Mockbeggar’s rose-
colored stucco and ivory entablatures. A comfort to the staff, she hoped, her ability to maintain her
style. An example.

She plunged ahead. “Dear friends. Dear laborers in the field, dear dusters of the furniture, and
whoever uses the loppers to keep the topiary in check. Dear al of you. What a dreary day this is.” She
was reaching for a hankie already. How revolting, how mawkish. She didn’t know most of their
names. But they looked so respectable and kind, in their common clothes. Men with hats in their
hands, women in mobcaps and aprons. Surely they were going to leave their aprons behind? Aprons
marked with House of Chuffrey crests? Wel, better not to make a fuss over it.

“I know some of you have lodged here, lovingly tending Mockbeggar Hal, since long before I met
Lord Chuffrey, rest his soul. For many of you—perhaps al of you, I’m a bit wobbly on the details—
this has been your only home. Where you go to now, and what life awaits you there, is beyond my
comprehension.”

One or two of the young women straightened up and put their hankies away. Perhaps, thought Glinda,
this hasn’t started wel.

“I have arranged for your safe passage off the estate. The General has promised you wil not be
accosted, nor wil your alegiance to my welfare al these years be held against you. Indeed, I have not
supplied him a list of your names or your destinations.” This much was true. Cherrystone hadn’t asked
for that. He was irritatingly fair from time to time, which made resenting him a tricky business.

“Nothing should have pleased me more than to provide you with lodging and work here until the end
of my days,” she said. “In the absence of that, I have had the seamstresses work overtime, hand
stitching on some cotton geppling serviettes the lovely old-fashioned blessing OZSPEED. By the way,
thank you, seamstresses; you must have had to stay up past midnight to manage supplying al this lot.”

“Actualy, we’re a few short,” muttered Puggles.

She paid him no mind. Having been Throne Minister for that brief period had taught her several useful
skils.

“Mum,” caled someone; Glinda couldn’t tel who it was. “Wil you have us back, in time?”’

“Oh, 1f T have my say,” she replied cheerily. “Though I doubt you’l recognize me when that day
comes! I’'l be sun-bronzed and wizened and my elbows wil be raw from the dishwater! You’l think
I’m the bootblack’s grandmother!”

They liked this. They laughed with unseemly vigor. Though perhaps commoners have a different sense
of humor, she thought.



“Dear friends,” she continued. “I cherish the dedication to your tasks, your love of Mockbeggar, your
sunny good natures at least whenever I came in the room. And next? None of us knows what waits
down the lane for us.” She was about to refer to her own power as compromised, what with the house
arrest, but caught herself. Surely they knew about it, and they wanted to remember her as being strong.
She threw her shoulders back and pinched a nerve in her scapula. Ow. “As to whomever was in the
habit of filching the leftover pearlfruit jely from the sideboard in the morning room, you are forgiven.
You are al forgiven any such lapses. I shal miss you. I shal miss every one of you. I hardly knew there
were so many ... so many —but that sounded lame—*so many brave and dedicated friends. Bless
you. Ozspeed indeed. And on your way out, don’t hesitate to snub the new sentries at the gatehouse.
Don’t give them the benefit of a single word. This is your home, stil. Not theirs. Never theirs.”

“Burn the place down!” cried someone in the crowd, but he was hushed, as the emotion seemed
misguided at best.

“Don’t forget to write,” she said, before she remembered that quite likely some of them couldn’t
write. She’d better get off the top step before she did more harm than good. “Farewel, and may we
meet again when Ozma returns!”

The bawling began. She had ended as poorly as she’d begun. Of course, the common people believed
that Ozma was a deity, and they must have concluded that Lady Glinda was referring to the Afterlife.

Wel, so be it, she thought grimly, hoisting her skirts to clear the puddle by the front door. The
Afterlife wil have to do for a rendezvous destination. Though I suspect I shal be lodged in separate
quarters, a private suite, probably. “Puggles,” she murmured, “get the yard boy to pick up the
mobcaps some of that lot were trampling into the mud as they left.”

“There’s no yard boy, Ma’am,” said Puggles gently. “He’s off with the others.”
“It’s a new era, then. You do it. It looks a sight. And then join the rest of us in the grand foyer.”

The others who were to remain had retreated inside and stood in a line with their hands clasped.
Their uniforms dripped on the checkerboard marble. Glinda would fix each one with a dedicated
personal beck. She could do this, she could. She’d been practicing al morning, This was important.
“Miss Murth,” she began. “Ig Baernae...”

“Chef’l do, Mum. Even I can’t say it unless I’m soused.”

“Ig Baernaeraenaesis.” She was glad to see his jaw drop. Puggles slid into place in the line; Glinda
nodded at him. “Mister Understar. And—" She came to the chambermaid. “And you. Rain, I think it
1s?

Very lovely name. Scrub your nails, child. Civil unrest is no excuse for lapses in personal hygiene.
Dear friends...” But perhaps this was too familiar a note to strike now she was inside her own home.
She had to live with these people.

“I’'m grateful for your loyalty,” she continued in a brisker tone. “As far as I know my funds have not



been impounded, and you shal stay on salary as usual.”
“We don’t gets salary, if you please, Mum,” said Chef. “We gets our home and our food.”

“Yes. Wel. Home and food are yours as long as | can manage it. I cannot pretend this is a pretty time
for Mockbeggar Hal or for any of us. Murth, don’t scowl; it’s not too late to exchange you for
someone out in the forecourt lingering over farewels.”

Miss Murth slapped on an inauthentic expression of merriment.

“A few remarks. I am stil the lady of the house. You are my staff, and according to your stations you
shal maintain your customary retiring ways in my presence.”

“Yes, Mum,” they chorused.

“And yet, and yet.” She wanted a conspiratorial chumminess without a breakdown in authority. She
must step softly. “We are now bound together in some unprecedented manner, and we must come to
rely on one another. So. I shal ask you al to refrain from fraternizing with the military who wil be
bunking in the servants’ quarters, in tents in the meadows, in the barns and stables. I shal ask you to
be no more than minimaly polite and responsive to the officers who have taken up lodging in the guest
quarters. If they ask for food, you must procure it. You must cook it, Chef. You need not season it and
you must not poison it. Do you understand?”

“Wouldn’t dream of it, Mum.”

“I daresay. If they request their shirts and stockings done...” She looked about. She had forgotten
about laundry. “Wel, they wil have to do it themselves, or hire a laundress. No doubt they wil try to
cozy up to some of you.” She took a dim view of cozying these days, though soldiers probably got
lonely. She didn’t think Miss Murth was in danger of being meddled with, and as for the girl... “You,
Rain,” she said,

“how old are you?”
Rain shrugged. “I believe she is eight, Lady Glinda,” said Miss Murth.

“That should be safe enough, but even so, Rain, I’d like you to stick near to Miss Murth or to one of
the rest of us. Chef, Puggles. No running about and getting into mischief. I’ve kept you here because
you have work to do. Sweeping up. You’re the broomgirl. Remember that.”

“Yes, Mum.” The girl’s gaze lowered to the polished floor. She wasn’t overly bright, to judge by
appearances, thought Glinda, but then some had said that about her, in her day. And look where she’d
ended up.

In virtual prison, she concluded, sorry she’d begun the train of thought. “That’l do. To your work,
then. Hands to your task, eyes ever open, but keep custody of the lips. If you should hear anything
useful, do tel me. Are there any questions?”’



“Are we under house arrest too?”” asked Puggles.

“Open up a bottle of something bubbly,” she replied. “When I figure out the answer to your question,
I’1 let you know. You are dismissed.” She stood for a moment as the foyer emptied. Then, mounting
the first flight of the broad fleckstone staircase to her apartments, her eye drifted through the doors of
the banquet hal. Before she knew what she was doing she had turned and pitter-patted down the steps
and marched into the room. “Officer!” she shouted. She had never raised her voice in her own home
before. Ever.

A soldier snapped to and saluted her. “Where is Cherrystone?”” she barked.
“Not here, Mum.”

“You’re not in my staff. I’'m not Mum to you. I am Lady Glinda. I can see he is not here. Where is he, I
asked you.”

“That’s privileged information, Mum.”

She might have to throttle him. “Officer. I see charts and maps al over my banquet table. I am sure
occupying armies need charts and maps. I am also sure they do not need to be held down flat by early
Dixxi House spindle-thread vases. Do you know how rare these are? No more than thirty exist in al of
Oz, I’l wager.”

“Do not approach the table, Mum.”

She approached the table and she snatched up first one porcelain vase and then the second. They were
almost four hundred years old. Handworked by artisans whose skil had been lost when Dixxi House
went factory. “I wil not have magnificent art used as ... as paperweights. You put your boots on al the
other furniture. Use your boots.” The maps had roled up.

“Begging your pardon, Mum, you’re striding in where you’ve no—"

“I don’t stride, young man. I never stride. I glide. Now you heard what I told you to do. Take off your
boots and put them on the stupid maps.” He did as he was told. She was impressed. She stil had some
little authority, then. She turned and left without addressing him again.

She cradled the vases against her breast as if they were puppies, but she wasn’t thinking of the vases.
She had seen that one map featured a detailed drawing of Restwater, al its coves and vilages, its
islands, the locations of its submerged rocks. She had seen a dotted line drawn from Mockbeggar Hal
to Haugaard’s Keep, the garrison fortress at the east end. The marking didn’t run along the north shore
of Restwater, but right through the middle of it. But what army could march through a lake?

6.

Of an afternoon, Glinda had been accustomed to the occasional carriage ride. She would set out for
nearby vilages and take a ful cream tea in someone’s front parlor. She would drag along Miss Murth
and a novel, and ignore one or the other, sometimes both. From favorite overlooks she sometimes



watched the sun subside toward the horizon. Spring in Munchkinland usualy lent a certain cheer to her
days.

Summer the same. She didn’t suffer pangs of longing for the house in Mennipin Square until after the
first frost of the autumn. And by now she had learned to endure those pangs. For the time being, those
lovely fal social seasons in the Emerald City were a thing of the past.

Like, it seemed, her excursions by carriage. It only took a few days after Cherrystone’s appropriation
of Mockbeggar for a new pattern to set in: the carriages were always spoken for when she requested
one.

Unsettling, that the activities of the house were being determined by someone else’s needs instead of
her own.

And what a commotion! The army had set up a sizeable vilage of tents and built a pair of rude
temporary structures—Ilatrines, she expected. One for officers, one for enlisted men. The farm
animals were turned out of the barns—mno hardship, since the weather was good—and the barns

became ad hoc mess hals and, perhaps, a wood shop of some sort, as the sound of hammering went on
al day and half the night.

Glinda had Puggles show her how to find the stairs to the parapet so they could peek from behind an
ornamental urn and grasp something of the size of the operation.

“I should think there are a ful three hundred men on the demesne, Lady Glinda,” said Puggles. “Given
the amount of food I hear is being conscripted from local granges and farms.”

“Can that be enough force with which to prosecute an invasion?”” she wondered.

“You’d have a better sense of that than I. You managed the armies of Loyal Oz for a time,” he
reminded her. “And word has it you yourself once hoped for reunification.”

“Of course 1 did,” she snapped. “But not through military action. Too messy by half. I hoped if we put
on a bal and went lavish with the refreshment budget, the Munchkinlanders would come back into the
fold. I'm speaking figuratively, Puggles, don’t look at me like that.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it. How could we humble Munchkinlanders refuse an invitation to dance with
the overlords of the Emerald City? But when that rogue missile of a Dorothy-house came down on
Nessarose’s holy head? The Munchkinlanders discovered that liberation from sniffy Nessarose didn’t
provoke them into wanting a return to domination by the EC. Can you blame them? What population
signs on wilingly for slavery?”

“You mean other than wives?”
“I’ve never married, Mum. Don’t accuse me by association.”

“Oh, never mind. I just think Cherrystone is going to need a vaster force if he expects to drive a
division right into the heart of Munchkinland, to Bright Lettins or Colwen Grounds. Unless the



Emerald City is simultaneously mounting an invasion from the north, through the Scalps. Though I
can’t imagine the Glikkun trols in the mountains would let them get very far with that. Or is
Cherrystone going to be content with snatching Restwater and leaving us the rest of the province?”

“I wouldn’t know, Mum.”

“Wel, what do you know, Puggles? How would we find out what’s going on in those barns, for
instance? I can’t go waltzing around as 1f I’'m used to milking the cows of a spring evening.”

“No, Mum. But I’'m not alowed to wander about, either. Guards are posted, you see, beyond kitchen
gardens on the barn side, beyond the forecourt on the carriage frontage, and beyond the reflecting
pond and the parterre to the west.”

“Is that so.” She wasn’t surprised.
“I do hope you’re not going to contemplate some campaign, Mum.”
“You flatter me with that remark.”

“I have a hunch that General Cherrystone wouldn’t hesitate to restrict your liberties even further than
he has already done.” She began to cross the roof and head for the stairs. “I’m sure you don’t believe
me capable of laying gelignite sandwiches on the party platter. Anyway, I can’t cook.” When she was
back in her salon she wandered along al the windows to see what she could see. She had never
considered herself an inquisitive woman, but being confined to a suite of only eight rooms made her
restless. She was also gripped with curiosity. Why hadn’t she thought to retain someone nubile?
Someone who could smolder, sloe-eyed, near a vulnerable soldier? Someone who could pick up
some useful information? She herself was too high, Murth was too dead, Rain hardly more than a
babe inarms ... and Glinda doubted that Chef or Puggles would attract much attention among itchy-
triggered soldiers.

Was it too late to exchange Miss Murth for someone a bit younger—younger by, say, a half century?
Glinda could pretend to do it out of concern for Miss Murth’s health.

But then Miss Murth came tramping in, hauling six logs of oak she had split and quartered herself, and
she knelt down at the hearth to arrange the fire for when the evening chil took hold. Glinda knew that
unless she herself brained Miss Murth with one of these spindle-thread vases, the old fiend would
probably never die. She’d colapse over Glinda’s grave with dry, red eyes, and then take up a new
position somewhere else.

The tedious never die; that’s what makes them tedious.

Glinda remembered the death of Ama Clutch, her governess. Almost forty years ago. Glinda never
wakened from any sleep, even the luscious damp sleep that folows rousting sex, without sensing a
pang of obscure guilt over her governess’s demise. Glinda didn’t feel she wanted to take on another
such debt, especialy over someone as irksome as Miss Murth.

“Miss Murth,” she found herself saying, “Puggles was teling me about how limited a range he is



alowed to traverse these days. Does the same apply to you?”

“I suspect it does, Lady Glinda,” said Murth, “but I haven’t pressed myself to try. I have no place else
to go, and for years I haven’t had reason to leave the premises unless you require my company.”

“What had you been used to doing when I would go to the Emerald City for six or eight months?”
“Oh ... tidying up some. Dusting.”
“I see. Have you no family?”

“I’ve been in your employ for twenty years, Lady Glinda. Don’t you think I would have mentioned my
family if T had any?”

“You may have nattered on about your kin for yonks. I never know if I’'m listening.”
“Wel, since you’re asking, no. I am the last of our line.”

And I the last of mine, thought Glinda, who had had no siblings. And she and Chuffrey had never
managed to conceive. How quirky, to share this common a loneliness with a member of her staff.
Whereas if Glinda had had children—even now, some child or children dashing in every direction,
carrying on irresponsibly as the young do—wel, what a different place Mockbeggar would seem.

“There are al sorts of maps and missives in the dining hal, Miss Murth, but I draw attention to myself
when I enter. There’s no chance you could sneak a peak at them and report to me anything you read?”

“Out of the question. We’re al under supervision, not just you.”

“Do you think that our Rain has the run of the grounds?” She picked at a thread on her shawl as she
spoke and didn’t look up. She could hear Murth settle on her heels in front of the fire and let out a
worried hiss between those old wel-chewed lips. “And does she have any family, do you think?”

“To the best of my awareness, she has no more family than you and I,” replied Miss Murth, vaguely.
7.

The first time a dinner invitation arrived from General Cherrystone, Glinda folded up the paper and
said, “Thank you, Puggles. There wil be no reply.” The second time she had Murth write a note to
decline.

“How shal I sign it?”” asked Miss Murth. “Lady Glinda, or just Glinda?”

“The scandal of you. Sign it Lady Glinda Chuffrey of Mockbeggar Hal. And none of those twee little
hearts and daisies and such.” But the next night Glinda sent 4im an invitation. “Dinner at ten, on the
roof of the south porch.” She had Puggles and Chef take apart the salowwood table from the card
salon, put it through the windows leg by leg, and reassemble it on the graveled flat of the porch roof.
Then she arranged herself upon the balustraded area ahead of time so she wouldn’t have to be seen



clambering through a window like a day laborer. The stars were out and the moon was wafery. She
wore her midnight blue scalopier with eyelet fenestrae and a ruched bodice the color of wet sand.
Chef would serve lake garmot stuffed with snails. “Is it a mistake about the candles?”” caled Murth
through the lace swags. “They’l drip wax al over the food.”

“Don’t hector me,” said Glinda. “I know what I’'m doing.” The two precious spindle-thread vases
held a bounty of prettibels and delphiniums selected for their vigor. They better not so much as drop a
single petal if they knew what was good for them.

Cherrystone came up the grand staircase just at ten. She could hear the clongs of the grandmother
clock strike and the clicking of his heels as he turned at the landing. The windows were wide but the
sils two feet high, so he had to sit and swivel to get his long legs across. “A novel place to host a
dinner guest. Perhaps you intend to push me over the rail as a divertissement,” he said. “Good
evening, Lady Glinda.”

“General. You understand that a person of my position doesn’t entertain in her private apartment, and
in any case I notice that the banquet hal has been requisitioned as a strategy center. So I've
improvised.

We dine at my invitation, as this is my home, but we dine neither in my own apartments nor in the
spaces you have appropriated. Instead, a neutral territory. Above it al, as it were. Won’t you have a
seat?” He offered a bottle of wine. “Not from Mockbeggar celars, so I apologize if it doesn’t suit. It’s
Highmeadow blanc, a good year. I don’t travel without it. I hope you approve.”

“My butler is a bit stout to be climbing through windows. So this is something of an evening picnic,
I’m afraid. Wil you do the honors? There’s a cork-pul just here.” The candles were guttering madly
for the first ten minutes. Glinda took care to sip sparingly. “While I understand the intent toward
courtesy in your recent notes to me, General, I can’t bring myself to accept an invitation to dine in my
own home. My study of etiquette provides no precedent. So I thought I should be cordial and explain
this to you in person.”

“Damned awkward I’m sure, but you’re being a brick, as I knew you would be.”

“The meal wil grow cold, so please, shal we sit?”” She waited for him to pul out her chair. From over
his shoulder she could see the campfires of soldiers beyond the ha-ha. The distant sound of singing,
more rowdy than tuneful. “How wil you keep al these men occupied and out of trouble, General?
You’ve clearly settled in for a while, and no matter what construction you’re overseeing in the barns,
you can’t be employing more than a smattering of this large number.”

“I trust they’re being no bother. You let me know if they are.”

“I’1 let them know if they are.” She leaned forward, taking care not to seem coquettish, which, she
recognized, seemed to be her default position. “Alow me to remove the covers, wil you? Since it’s
just the two of us?”” She lifted the lids off the plated dinner of garmot, braised stalks of celery, and
mashed spinach forced to look like a green rose. Oh, Chef could make magic out of whatever lingered
in the larder. “I hope this meets with your approval, General.”



“Please; as we’re dining, I should be happy if you caled me by my first name. Traper.”

She shook her head as if she were being pestered by mosquitoes. “You make it al very confusing.
Traper. A most irregular season! I am detained in my own home, I am forbidden anything but
emergency staff, [ am asked to house a garrison or a committee or a division or whatever you cal this
lot—"

“We are roughly three hundred men, which in this instance means a command made up of three
brigades. One of our brigades is a cavalry unit, and the other two are foot soldiers. Messiars, as we
cal them.”

“And Menaciers are officers in training. I know the nomenclature. I did govern the Home Guard once,
as you recal. But if what you are overseeing is a command, what makes you a General instead of a
Commander?”

“Long years of service, for one. [ am alowed to direct as many commands as the Emperor in the
Emerald City sees fit to supply me.”

“Then you’re waiting on more commands. I see. Traper. Please, eat; it’l go cold. There’s slightly
more breeze at this height than I’d anticipated.” He tucked in. “You didn’t ask me here to discuss
military strategy, and anyway, it would be boorish of me to bring my work to the dinner table. Tel me
about yourself.”

“Oh, General—"
“Traper.”

“Yes. Traper. You know a woman loves nothing more than to talk about herself. But you have
incarcerated me here and Lady Glinda is bored to migraines with Lady Glinda. Unable to get around
as she did, or to invite old friends to spend weekends hunting or playing plunge-bal or Three-Hand
Snuckett. No, I asked you here to learn about you. So I insist. I’ve given you your supper, and you
must sing for it. Tel me about your long years in the service, as you put it, even if you must keep as
confidential your present aims and designs.” Obediently the General ventured into a loose and
nonspecific accounting of various assignments through the years. However, he underestimated the
degree to which Glinda had paid attention while she was Throne Minister. She had read everything
she could get her hands on, and various details had stuck because of references to old friends and
cronies. She knew Cherrystone was from Mistlemoor, a smal Gilikinese hamlet a few hours north of
the Shiz Gate at the Emerald City. She knew the Wizard had sent Cherrystone out to Kiamo Ko when
her old friend, Elphaba, had taken up residence there, and that Cherrystone had had something to do
with the death or disappearance of Fiyero’s wife, Sarima, and their children, Irji and Nor. She knew
he had had a hand in some nasty business in Quadling Country, where he’d been stationed for nearly a
decade, and when things went hot there he was recaled to the Emerald City. A desk job for a few
years, under the Emperor. But caled into field service again. His final triumph?

Before retirement with a pension? She wondered. And al the time she kept smiling like a barkeep,
unassuming and unflappable.



“You have a family,” she said.

“Oh, yes,” he replied. His fork poked back and forth as if checking for poison darts hidden in the fish.
“A wife and three daughters. Now mostly grown; indeed, a granddaughter at home too, who I rarely
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see.
“I can’t imagine. It must be dreadful for you.”

“I'msure it would be.” He smiled under his lowered brow. “I mean, the noise of a gabbling child and
four women under one roof.”

“You don’t fool me. You miss them dreadfuly. What are their names?”
“I choose not to talk about them. It helps me not miss them as much.”

“Is that breeze causing the candle to spit wax on your plate? Thoughtless of me.” She leaned back in
her chair. “Miss Murth?” Murth was sitting in an upright chair just inside the window, her hands
folded in her lap. “Yes, Lady Glinda.”

“I know you aren’t spry enough to clamber out the window ledge with an oil lamp in a glass chimney.
One that won’t gutter so in this updraft. Would you cal the broomgirl to do it? She is agile enough,
unlike the rest of us.”

“I’'m happy to oblige, Lady Glinda,” said Cherrystone. “Alow me.”

“I wouldn’t hear of it. Miss Murth?”

“I think the girl is asleep, Lady Glinda.”

Glinda waited.

“But I’l wake her.”

“How wonderful. The lamps on the escritoire. Both of them. Thank you.”

She tried without success to bring up the subject of the construction going on in the barns, but
Cherrystone affably declared that too dul to discuss over such a fine meal. What next? He
complimented the local landscape. She concurred: the lake before them in the moonlight, sheer silk
spangled with diamond chunks, wasn’t it divine? Less cloyingly, they discussed the social makeup of
the nearest vilages. “I do trust you’re paying the local farmers for al the food you’re demanding from
them,” she ventured.

“We’re at war, Lady Glinda. I try to make 1t look as much like a picnic as I can, but you can’t have
forgotten that Munchkinlanders provoked the Ozian army to invade.”

“Wel, nor have I forgotten that Oz was massing an army of invasion on the border for weeks and
weeks before the Munchkinlanders made a raid against it.”



“Defensive positioning, Lady Glinda.”

“Spoiling for a fight, and the fools bit. Though had they not bit in time, you’d have come up with some
other reason to invade. The Emerald City has had its eye on Restwater even since my own time in
office, Traper, though I did my best to change the subject.”

“Don’t let’s talk military strategy. Do you play an instrument, Lady Glinda?”
“I have a set of musical toothpicks I must show you someday. Ah, here she i1s.”

Rain slung one leg over the windowsil. She was dressed in a man’s castoff nightshirt. It made her
look like an urchin. Her calves were smooth and pale, the color of new cream in the moonlight. Her
dark hair hadn’t seen the benefit of a comb recently. Once through the window, she turned back and
took the lamps Miss Murth handed her. The light on either side of her face made her look like a
visitation from some chapel story of youthful piety. She was nearly pretty, but for the dirt on her face
and her cross, sleepy expression.

“Where does you want "em,” she said, forgetting to make it sound like a question.

“Oh, how about one on the table and then one on that stone ledge between the windows,” said Glinda.
“Then if Miss Murth comes at the General with a crossbow we shal spy her before any damage is
done. Miss Murth has many hidden talents.”

“Lady Glinda!” hissed Murth from inside. But Cherrystone was laughing.

“Stay, little Rain,” said Glinda. “We might need something else, and you’re better at getting over
window ledges than we are. You can rest with your head against the wal there.” In the lamplight,
squatting with her back against the stone, the girl looked like a beggar outside a train station in the
Pertha Hils, back in the day. Frottica, Wittica, Settica, Wiccasand Turning...

The light of the o1l lamps glazed Cherrystone; he became a more fixed target. Glinda had reached the
end of that part of the strategy she’d been able to plan ahead, and she was improvising now. But how
formidable he looked. Patient, wary, courteous, buckled up inside himself. He did have utterly lovely
eyes for a marauder. A sort of faded cobalt. “I sense that these are early days, Traper. Stil, I would be
irresponsible to the memory of Sir Chuffrey if I didn’t ask what your ultimate intentions are toward
Mockbeggar. I do hope you have no plans to raze it.”

“That wouldn’t be a decision of mine, though I think no one in the Emerald City would bother this
place much. I see that it is a jewel. In these few days I’ve come to appreciate why you love it s0.”

“Were I at the helm of strategy, I should think that securing Restwater as a permanent source of
potable water for the Emerald City would be enough. I’'m wondering, should that happen, if you
intend Mockbeggar to serve as a satelite capital of the EC, and might decide to leave the rest of the
Free State of Munchkinland alone? Munchkinland covers a vast territory, and though decidedly rural,
it’s more evenly populated than the rest of Oz, which by comparison is either urban or hardscrabble
and too remote to be habitable. The attempt to subdue al of Munchkinland would be punishing.”



“You have a good head for strategy, Lady Glinda, as befits a former Throne Minister. But you retired
to seek other pleasures. Like gentlewoman farming, and flower arranging. So I shouldn’t fret about the
future. What wil happen wil happen.”

“Don’t get me wrong. I’'m too selfish to care primarily about Munchkinland. What happens to the
stucco wals of Mockbeggar and to its staff also happens to me. What happens to Mockbeggar’s irises
and prettibels happens to me. You think me shalow, but I have been breeding prettibels for eighteen
summers now. It is my passion. I have a new variety that was even written about in our local
newssheet, Restwater Dew Tell.” This was partly true. The gardener had been doing something with
that ugly little orange flower. “Rain, can you slip into my library and find a copy of the newsfold with
the article on prettibels?”

The girl said, “I don’t know how to find it.”

“It 1s a printed journal. It wil say ‘Prettibels Galore’ in the headline, or something like that. Get up
when I speak to you.” She stood, but shrugged. “I don’t know how to read, Mum.”

“I can find 1t,” caled Miss Murth.

“She’l do it,” said Glinda tartly. “Child, there is an engraving on the page just under the masthead.
You do know what a prettibel looks like, don’t you? A blossom like a kind of grubby little chewed
sock?” Cherrystone was laughing. “They are your passion. You speak with the sour affection of the
convert.”

“Do as I say, Rain.” Glinda felt herself flushing and hoped it didn’t show in the lamplight. “I tel you,
Traper, you abuse my ability to entertain when you reduce me to such a staff.”

“Your prettibels wil likely suffer this year,” he admitted. “Sorry about that. Where are they in the
garden, so we can avoid them?”” He almost had her there. “I can’t discuss it any longer. It’s too vexing
to think of them in extremis. There’s a dormant polder of them out beyond the little vilage of
Zimmerstorm. Won’t you alow Puggles to escort me to check on them?” There was no such polder.
But if she could get out for a day on a false pretense, she might gain a better sense of what was going
on.

“It may be possible. Depending.”

Rain clambered back over the sil with several papers. “Not sure which one you want, so here is the
lot.”

“I don’t want to look at them anymore. I’ve become distressed by the thought of them. You may return
these.”

“No, wait,” said Cherrystone. He took several papers from Rain and studied the headlines. Then he
turned the front page so the girl could see it and said, “Do you know your letters?”

“No, sir. I don’t, sir.”



“Why not?”’

“Never had none to teach me, sir.”

“Your mother doesn’t know how to read?”

“If you remember, Cherrystone,” said Glinda, “you required me to dismiss almost everyone.”
“You kept a girl from leaving with her mother?”

“Wel. Actualy, the child is an orphan. I look after her out of charity. Don’t pick your fingernails,
Rain.”

“But you don’t teach her the alphabet.” Cherrystone sounded incredulous.

“I can’t do everything. I have prettibels to propagate. Until recently I didn’t know this girl by name,
so how could I know if she could read or not? Perhaps it’s time for the cheese board. Rain, clear the
plates.”

“I’1 take them through,” caled Miss Murth, stifling a shadowed yawn.

“My granddaughter is learning her letters,” said the General. “Letters are a kind of magic, Rain.
Coming together, they spel words, and words then are a kind of spel, too.”

“She doesn’t want to learn to read. She wants to carry those plates to the window. Leave her be,
Traper.” But Glinda was now on this. Could she play the hand? She’d never been good at bluffing
when the local gentry came by for a couple of rubbers of Three-Hand Snuckett.

She picked up one of the papers and pretended to look at it for the article on prettibels, and then she
moved the paper up close until it almost touched her lips. A little blind, to buy her some time, while
Cherrystone asked the girl, “What does this letter look like? This thing?”

Rain said, “It looks like a stick for finding water with.”
“Doesn’t it just. It is caled Y.”

“Why?”

“Indeed.”

“Too too touching,” said Glinda, “but I’m afraid you’re wasting your time. Our broomgirl is thicker
than mud on the moor. Now, Rain, unless you want to annoy me, leave the General alone. He is a busy
man and he needs his cheese.”

“I have the board,” caled Miss Murth through the lace, which was now swaying in a stiffer wind off
the lake. “A nice Arjiki goat-cheese and a Munchkinlander corriale, and an aged Zimmersweet made
with the ash layer. Though one corner may be the wrong color of mold; it’s hard to tel in this light.”



“Would you like to learn to read, Rain?” asked Cherrystone.

“Do you specialize in impossible tasks?” interrupted Glinda. “You might as wel ask a rural
Munchkin-wife if she would like to brush the teeth of a mature draffe. The little scold can’t reach and
she won 't reach no matter how many lessons in growing taler you squander upon her.”

“My granddaughter is seven and she can read,” said Cherrystone. “How old are you, Rain?”

“Now you’re impertinent. Rain, go with Miss Murth.” The girl shrugged and slung one leg over the
windowsil. Straddling it, her hair falen back about her neck, she reviewed the diners on the roof of
the porch. Looking at the girl’s curious expression, with a certain thril Glinda thought: she’s learning
to read already. Letters are only the half of it.

She kept the paper over her face to hide her tiny twitch of triumph. What if Rain could be taught to

read? She might sidle places in the house no one else could visit. Peer at maps. Directives to the field
officers. Might be risky, but stil...

When the girl had gone, and they had demolished a good deal of the cheese and two glasses of port
each, Glinda returned to the subject to clinch the deal. “Do you want to help me survive the boredom
of this incarceration, Traper? Shal we enter into a little wager? I’l wager you can’t teach our
broomgirl to read by the end of the summer. That is, assuming your tasks wil keep you here al
summer.”

“About our tenure here, I can make no comment. But I’ve had a grand time helping my daughters learn
to read, when I was home on leave, and my granddaughter too. I can make of your stupid little maid a
capable reader of simple texts in a month or two. By Summersend, anyway, if we’re here that long.
It’s a deal.”

She raised her glass; the edges chinked to seal the wager.

“But you must have a chalenge of your own,” he said. “I shal dare you to ... oh, what is it you can’t
do? Is there anything?” She hoped he wouldn’t say generate a new strain of prettibell. “I’ve always
had Chef, of one name or another,” she said. “I suppose I could enter into the fun of it and learn to
prepare a meal on my own.”

“It’s a deal,” he said, and the glasses chinked again. “But realy?” he added, as he stood to go. “Even
in childhood you had a chef?”

“Mumsy was an Upland,” she said, as if that explained it.
“But didn’t you linger in kitchens and pick things up, as al smal children do? Even I did that.”

“I don’t recal much of my childhood,” she told him. “It’s been such a ful rich life ever since, [ haven’t
felt the need to dwel on that simpler time. Life, with whatever it has brought—university one decade,
the Throne Ministry of Oz the next. The cultivation of roses and prettibels one year, house arrest
another—wel, daily life has always seemed distracting enough. Childhood? It’s a myth.”



“Good night, Lady Glinda. And thank you for a very pleasant evening. I shal send for your
chambergirl in the next day or two.” It was late. She dismissed Miss Murth and the girl, but not before
thanking Rain for her help. Then Glinda prepared herself for bed. She didn’t need to check with the
little mirror to see herself smiling. She believed she had won the hand.

Though as she settled herself upon the pilows, she found herself thinking about childhood. Had she
meant what she had said? Had her own childhood realy evaporated as thoroughly as al that? Or had
she merely forgotten to pay it any attention once she’d left it behind and headed off to school in Shiz?

8.

The third, and as far as she could figure, the last of her early memories. Though who knows the
architecture of the mind, and whether the arches that open upon discrete episodes are ordered in any
way sequentialy?

Probably they are not.

Stil, this was a memory of autumn. Either it was actual autumn or she was dressing her few memories
in contrasting colors, the better to render them distinctive.

Apple trees? Yes, apples. An orchard hugging a slope. Hesitating in its ascent, the incline leveled off
several times—built up manualy, to accommodate carts, or maybe the hil just preferred itself like that.

This was her only memory to begin with the setting first, and with her entering the place, rather than
with herself central as a maypole and the situation emanating from her.

She was wandering about the contorted trunks, trees twisted in their growth by a constant upsweep of
wind from the valey. (So there must have been a valey. What lay below? A house? A vilage? A river?

Why were memories so independent? So jealous of corroborating detail?)

Windfals jeweled the grass, the colors of russet, burgundy, limeberry, freckled yelow. Fruit hung in
the boughs like Lurlinemas ornaments. Leaves twitched as if signaling to one another: she
approaches.

Around a certain tree she came upon a wounded bird humped in the grass like an overturned spindle.
At first she thought it had bruised its head in an accident, twisted its neck. She had never seen a side-
beak merin before.

The eye above the treacherous beak stared at her. She felt herself being puled into the bird’s gaze,
sacrificing her own centrality for a moment. She felt she was being seen and understood by the merin.

The merin is a waterbird, distant cousin to the duck and the swan, though devoid of both the duck’s
work ethic and the swan’s narcissism. The unusual bil swivels sideways to filch morsels from other
birds.

When not in use the beak, on a double-hinged jaw, can swing and tuck backward into creamy neck



feathers so that in flight the merin resembles a coat-knob with wings. This merin, the color of a stag-
head beetle, didn’t store its beak in its ruff. It merely looked at her and opened its mouth as if to
speak.

She hadn’t yet known that some creatures can speak. She did not learn it now—at least not through
evidence. But she could tel by the serrated stroke of remark, by the waterfowl’s stuttery smoker’s
vowels, that the merin had something specific to say.

She tried to lift the bird but it wouldn’t let her. The subsequent scratches on her forearms, chalk marks
at first, slowly beaded up. Crimson stitches on an ivory bolster.

She said, “You’re hurt, but hurting me back won’t help you any.”

It humped itself a few inches away, as much by wilpower as by mortal strength, and regarded her
with need and fury.

“If I can’t pick you up and take you—"
But where would she have taken it? To some house, some vilage, some river?
She roled an apple at it in case it liked apples. The merin knocked it away savagely.

Then—so why did she remember any of this?—she took care of it. She didn’t remember how, just that
she did. She found a way to feed it for a while until 1t had gathered its strength.

Say what you know.

[ remember puling a golden minnow or smelt from my pocket, stil flapping, as if I had just rescued it
from the weir, and feeding it to the merin. I remember how the fishlette flopped in the beak, dropped
in the grass, and with what acumen and zip the merin retrieved it, and swalowed it whole.

But what a patently false memory this was. The rescue of an ice-bound fish happened in winter. The
merin’s recuperation from some unknown attack or disease clearly happened in the autumn—al those
apples decorating the memory.

So—if the oldest memories could contaminate one another, could prove impossible—what good was
memory at al?

Was that why she remembered nothing more?

Except that when the merin had recovered its nerve and its composure, it staggered to its bandy legs
and rushed at her, clacking its beak like scissors. Until it pivoted. Like a one-legged man picking up
his false leg and tucking it under his arm before hopping to bed, the merin swung its beak into place.
Then the bird raised its weird puppet-head and opened its wings. She could see that one wing had
been wrenched at; its feathers thinned. An ugly viscous patch glistened on the leading edge like wet
shelac.



And stil it somehow managed to launch itself. It battered through branches as it learned how to fly al
over again, with new strength in its left wing correcting what it had lost in its right. Lopsidedly it
lifted along the slopes of air that mimicked the steps of terraced orchard below. It wheeled against
silver blue, heading for something beyond the scope of memory to imagine.

To climb up the invisible staircases of the sky—!
Without benefit of a mouth, which was in storage, it said to her, one way or the other, “Remember.”

9.

Cherrystone was true to his word. The next morning he sent an underling to colect Rain for her first
lesson in reading, It would take place in the Opaline Salon. Safe enough. Miss Murth reported that the
door had been left ajar, as if for Lady Glinda or her minions to be able to check for impropriety.

“Is that so. Wel, then, be a dear, Murthy, and nip down there to investigate, just in case,” said Glinda.
“Lady Glinda. I do many things and I do them wel, but I do not nip.”

Rain returned an hour later not visibly glorified with learning. She trotted off to water the potted
prettibels in the south porch, since Glinda now felt obliged to keep the damn things alive.

Chef sent word that his supplies of potatoes had been appropriated. Also three whole smoked
haunches of skark and a pair of hams. Would Lady Glinda settle for a lunch of coddled eggs and new
carrots?

Miss Murth had a headache and retired for the afternoon.

Glinda walked the length of her apartments. Since Mockbeggar Hal crowned a headland, it enjoyed
water views from three directions. Westward Glinda could see a flock of geese. Out the front
windows she spied a lone tugboat plying the waves. Easterly, several stacks of smudgy smoke
unfurled from an indeterminate source.

She rang for Puggles. “They’re not burning Zimmerstorm, surely?”” she asked.

“I can’t say for certain, Mum,” he replied. “Al our kitchen deliveries are now handled through an EC
lout who acts mute. Perhaps he 1s. He is caled Private Private, and he doesn’t speak to us or anyone
else, near as I can tel. So I can get no word out of him.”

“This 1s intolerable.” She tried to summon Cherrystone, but the guard who seemed permanently
stationed in the banquet hal replied, “He’s not at home, Mum.”

“Of course he’s not at home,” she snapped. “His home is someplace else. This is my home. Where is
he?”

“Privileged information, I’'m afraid, Mum.”



“I’m not Mum to you, laddie. Address me as Lady Glinda or Lady Chuffrey. Who are you?”
“Privileged information, Mum.”

She almost hit him. But Cherrystone came swooping in, pretty as you please, through the kitchens. “I
thought I heard your voice,” he said, like a husband returning from an afternoon shooting grouse. She
almost felt he was going to swing across the room and plant a kiss on her cheek.

“Traper. I need a word. Privately.”

He shrugged. “As you know, privacy doesn’t do either of our reputations any good.”
“This 1s war, Traper. Reputations be damned.”

“As you wish.” He made a gesture and the Menacier skated away.

She told him she wanted to know what was burning to the east. “Oh, that? It’s the cotton harvest, I'm
afraid. The holdings between here and Zimmerstorm.” She gasped. ““You must be mad. What has
cotton ever done to you?”

“Oh, very little. Cotton 1s blameless, I admit.”

“What is the point? Just to deprive the farmers of their cash crop? They sel to mils in Gilikin, you
must know that. You’l force up the price of cotton in Loyal Oz. That’s madness pure and simple.”

“Maybe there was a population of bol weevils doing the nasty on that farm.”

“I’l say. Are you trying to foment the farmers into attacking you here? The Battle of Mockbeggar Hal?
Seriously. Traper. I want an explanation.” He raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t think you’d become the
Good Witch of Munchkinland, Lady Glinda. They already have a pretender to the position of
Eminence squatting up there in Colwen Grounds, I’m told.”

“And I have friends in the neighborhood.”
“Among cotton farmers? Please.”

It was a stretch; she saw that. She tried again. “Those farmers supply you and me both with dairy and
grain and who knows what else. You’re playing with fire, General. Rather literaly, I’'m afraid.”

“Wel.” He poured himself a smal portion of her brandy. Before lunch! He offered her a glass. She
didn’t acknowledge his offer. “The truth is, the boys are antsy. Soldiers like to be on the move, and
they’re going slightly stir-crazy. They need to be kept busy. A little burning of fields is a useful
exercise. Gets them out and working.” She stared at him as 1f he were mad.

He added, “You haven’t had sons, you wouldn’t get it. Soldiers like to destroy as wel as to build.”

She was flummoxed. “If you’re going to be here for months, what wil you do—scorch the entire



district?”

“Maybe we’l take up lowland sports. Like hip-sprung dancing, the way the old ones do in the pub in
Zimmerstorm. Or darts.” He was being amused by her consternation. “Or I could teach my men to
speak Qua’ati, perhaps. By the way, your Rain made a creditable start at learning her letters this
morning.”

“I need a carriage.”

“There’s nothing available today.”

“You’l have to locate me one. I have an appointment. I’m leaving directly after luncheon.”
“I can’t spare a driver.”

“I’l have Puggles or Chef. They’l know how to manage a team.”

She turned to leave as he was speaking. “Where is your appointment?”

“East of the cotton fields,” she replied. “I haven’t decided the exact destination.”

Somewhat to her surprise, when she descended the stairs in her wine-colored summer cloak with the
musset panels, the front doors were open and the Menacier from the banquet hal was waiting. “The
name is Zackers, Lady Glinda,” he said with crystaline politeness. “I have orders to accommodate
you within reason, and to turn back if you cannot be reasoned with.”

“I have nearly no sense of reason,” she told him, “so be forewarned.”

It wasn’t her best carriage but it was better than nothing. Miss Murth had brought a fan, but the breeze
off the lake was strong this afternoon and the horseflies mercifuly few. What a treat to hear the trap
clicketing along on the abalone drive, and then the softer sound it made in summer dust when they
passed through the front gates of Mockbeggar and turned east along the lake road. Lady Glinda hadn’t
realy felt imprisoned yet, but her release was more welcome than she’d anticipated.

The road rose and fel as the low hils of the Pine Barrens to the north approached the lake. This part of
Oz had been farmed for hundreds of years. Some tedious old geezer at a dinner party once had told
Glinda that the Munchkins of antiquity had settled here first before colonizing the breadbasket of Oz
to the northeast. How anyone could deduce such a thing seemed dubious to her, though in time her eye
for architecture began to assemble clues that supported his thesis. And, she had to acknowledge, the
fecundity of this district would have appealed to any wandering trol or trolop.

How she’d come to love Restwater. As if she didn’t see it every day from her chambers, she
marveled once again. Every bend in the road, every dip after every rise, bringing new vistas of blue
shattered by sunlight. Blue between the pines, one shade; blue between the birches, another. Blue in
chips and fragments; blue opening up. If there were such a place as heaven, she thought, it could do
worse than modeling itself on the road from Mockbeggar to Zimmerstorm.



Al too soon, however, she began to smel the stench of char, and most of those blues went brown with
heavy hovering smoke, a kind of industrial fog. She coughed, and Murth coughed, and their eyes stung
and then ran. “Shal I turn back, for your health, Mum?”’ asked Private Zackers.

“Press on.”

The fields were destroyed. At least—she peered through the streams in her eyes—at least the
outbuildings and farmsteads seemed standing. Those visible from the road, anyway.

What had those farmers done? Where had they gone while their livelihoods were being torched?

The carriage passed a vegetable garden that for the fun of it, she guessed, had also been ravaged. A
scarecrow shrugged its shoulders at the sky, presiding over ruin, as if asking the Unnamed God the
reason for such wantonness.

Murth’s tears were real tears. She was a fool, after al, if a dear one. For herself, Glinda felt ready to
take some training with a halberd.

Before long—not soon enough—they had cleared the worst of the damage and were beginning the
descent into Zimmerstorm. Its town hal steeple, its pitched roofs clad in the blue-grey tiles of the
region—it al looked more or less correct. A mercy.

Glinda directed Zackers to halt the trap in the vilage square. “We shal take our tea, my companion
and L,” she told Zackers. “Your company is not required.” He stood on guard at the street door of the
local tearoom anyway.

Then Lady Glinda had the most unfortunate experience of realizing—very slowly, picking up cues as
if they were bug bites—that the residents of Zimmerstorm didn’t fuly believe the testimony of those
who’d been dismissed from Mockbeggar. They harbored a suspicion that Lady Glinda was in
colusion with the occupiers.

She could hardly blame them. She was Gilikinese herself, of course, and she #ad had high-ranking
association with the Emerald City. And she couldn’t mount an explanation in public—former Throne
Ministers didn’t do that. Besides, who would believe her? She just had to sit in stony silence as the
cabbage-faced Munchkinlander hostess grunted and scowled and made as if to dump the tea in her
lap. “A biscuit,” Glinda begged.

“No biscuits,” snapped the proprietress. “Your military friendsies scarfed >em al up. For ’emselves.”
“Perhaps a roundlet of toast?” wondered Miss Murth.

The toast came about twenty minutes later. It had been burnt inedible. As burnt as the cotton fields.
“Perhaps a constitutional,” suggested Lady Glinda.

“That’s five farthings, Mum,” said Sour Peasant Woman.



Lady Glinda wasn’t in the habit of carrying coin. Miss Murth had none to carry. How embarrassing to
have to petition Private Zackers to pay the establishment. [ won’t make that mistake again, Glinda
thought.

Stil, while Zackers was settling up, Glinda and Murth got ahead of him, across the vilage square. A
miniature escape! Oh, hilarity.

“Into the lending library, Murthy,” said Glinda. “Quickly now. Move your arthritic hips or I’l run you
down.”

The librarian was a retired Munchkin on a stool. She recognized him though she didn’t know his
name. “I’m looking to borrow a book that can teach one the essentials of preparing a meal,” she said.
“For dining, I mean. For human dining.”

“Books en’t going to teach that, Lady Glinda,” he said. “Mothers teach that. Closest I can help you
with is a volume on animal husbandry, which has an ilustrated index on slaughtering your own
livestock.”

“I think not,” she murmured. Turning, she saw a notice board behind his desk. A scrol was posted
with nails. She peered at it. A crude drawing with a handwritten announcement. She hadn’t brought
her reading glasses. “Miss Murth, can you decipher that message?”” she asked.

Miss Murth could not. “You want something read, you should’ve brought Rain,” she said, somewhat
cruely.

“I can read that for you, Lady Glinda,” said the librarian. “It says that the Clock of the Time Dragon is
coming through in the next week or so, weather and the military situation permitting.”

“It looks like a chapel on wheels of some sort.”
“It’s an entertainment, Mum. Sort of a puppet show for adults. You en’t never seen it?”

“Nor heard of 1t.” She intended frost in her tone, but thought better of it. “My dear man, would you tel
the managers of this traveling enterprise to make their way to Mockbeggar Hal? I do believe that if
the soldiers had something to look forward to, we might keep them from doing any more damage than
they have already done, for instance, today.” Luckily, this Munchkinlander wasn’t as suspicious as the
tea-wife in the shop. “Can’t say them traveling clocksters wil listen to me,” he replied. “But I can
pass on the word and see what they’l do. They operate with cheeky diplomatic immunity, far as I’ve
heard. Cross these parts every few years, don’t matter if it’s Wicked Witch of the East or the old
Eminent Thropp or that mean old Zombie Mombey in charge. They seem pretty fearless. I’l give ’em
your message.”

“You’re too kind,” she told him. Here came Private Zackers, looking red under the colar.

“You were nice to my sister, that time she lay in childbirth a month too long,” said the librarian softly.
“You put a cloth to her brow. Don’t pretend you forget.” She turned away, confused by an accusation
of charity. “How impertinent!” hissed Murth on her behalf.



10.

Day after day as different plantings came to flower, blossoms patterned the gardens and the meadows
with a shifting palette. Now the eggy fril of late forsythia, now the fringe of fern. Now the periwinkle
Dmycassandrum on the hilsides, until pale daisies overtook the lavender, and then wild dusteria the
daisies. The leaves on the trees flexed their palms wider. Let me in, said the sun. Let me out, said the
tree.

Beyond the reflecting pool, the topiary hedges thickened into rooms again, chambers of green set
round with statues, plinths, benches of marble carved to look like rural twigwork. Once the daily
cloudburst had passed, Glinda often grabbed a parasol and picked her way through the maze. Miss
Murth had an alergy to the mites that came out of the ivy after a downpour so she stayed inside, and
Glinda got herself a little privacy. The Green Parlor, as they caled it, was considered an extension of
her private chambers, so she had no cause to worry about some wayward soldier interrupting her
meditations.

She was surprised, therefore, one afternoon about a week later, to come upon a dwarf with a hoary
beard sitting upon the drum of an aestheticaly colapsed column.

“I beg your pardon.” Her tone was High Frost.
“No offense taken,” he told her, lighting a pipe with a long stem.
“This 1s a private garden.”

“You’d better take yourself off, then.” He winked at her. The nerve. “Or should I say, Al the better for
a private conversation.”

“Do you know who I am?”

“Glinda, or else I made a wrong turn,” he answered. “Easy enough to do in a hedge maze. Especialy
for a dwart.”

“I’1 set the dogs on you unless you leave.”

He looked up over the tops of his spectacles. “That’s a sour welcome considering you caled for me.
You don’t remember we’ve met before? Or 1s it, Seen one dwarf, seen ’em al? They al look alike to
me?”

“Forgive me. I’'m not myself. I no longer have the staff to hand me notes of reference.” She peered at
him sideways. “Oh. I see. You’re with that circus. That pantomime troupe. No?”

“We prefer to think of ourselves as social critics. The conscience of Oz. But we take any cash comes
our way, so you can cal us dancing bears or moral vivisectionists, whatever you like. Makes no
difference to me.”



He gave his name as Mr. Boss, which rang no bels with her.
“How did you know how to find me in the maze?” she asked.
He laughed. “Oh, knowing things; that’s my line of work, missy.”

“Wel ... thank you for coming, I suppose. I had thought maybe you could put on a performance or raly
or sing-along, whatever, to entertain the men garrisoned here. Is that the sort of thing you do?”

“I do anything that suits me. But it can be made my while, I think.”

“Wel, what do you charge?”

“I’1 let you know. Can you show me the setup?”

“First remind me how we came to meet the first time. For the life of me I can’t recal.”

He didn’t comply with her request. “You must meet so many dwarfs in your line of work. Let’s go.”

She didn’t like to be seen taking the air with a dwarf, but she supposed she had no choice. And realy,
she thought, what do I care what soldiers think? Bloody hel. They’ve spent the week burning cotton
fields.

But she did care, which was annoying.

Stil, she ushered Mr. Boss out of the Green Parlor. The dwarf breathed noisily and spat his tobacco
into the prettibels.

In the widest open space among the farm buildings, where two stables and three barns and some
carriage sheds fronted a sort of elipse, Private Zackers showed up to refuse her further access. “I
have no interest in the barns right now, Zackers,” she told him. “I’m engaging a troupe of traveling
players and I’m examining the barnyard as a possible venue.”

“Has the General approved this?” asked Zackers.

She made a disagreeable face. “I’m not submitting to him for reimbursement, Zackers; there’s nothing
to approve. I’'m supplying my uninvited guests with a little weekend entertainment. I am the lady of
Mockbeggar Hal, after al.” She turned to the dwarf. “What do you think?”

“Some can sit in the upper windows and get a balcony view,” he said. “Shal we say sunset
tomorrow?”

“How wil I reach you in case plans need to be changed?”
“You won’t need to reach me.”

He was confident. As wel he might be: Cherrystone had no objection. “I saw posters mounted on



various kiosks in Zimmerstorm and Haventhur,” he said. “I’d been wondering what it was al about.
Bring it on.”

So, ten days after the burning of the first cotton field, Glinda left Miss Murth and Chef and Rain
behind. They could keep an eye on the silver if nothing else. She accepted the arm Puggles extended
to her because the cobbles were uneven. Cherrystone had arranged a chair for her—one of the
precious bon Scavela chairs from the Hal of Painted Arches!—but she pretended not to be outraged.

Men surrounded her in jostling, good-natured mumble. The ones nearer the appointed arena had
brought cloaks upon which to sit, but most of the felows stood, arms about one another’s shoulders, or
leaned against the various wals. Several hay carts provided mezzanine seating, while other felows
appeared in the hay doors under the peaks of the barn roofs. From a height sometimes known as the
gods they swung their heels and hooted at their buddies.

General Cherrystone hauled out a camp chair for himself. He sat some distance away from her, as
was correct. She nodded, acknowledging him briefly before turning her attention to nothing of interest
in her purse.

Just as the sun was slotting between two hils to the east, raging the lake with ruddy copper, she heard
the sound of wheels on stone from around the edge of the farthest barn. This was the signal,
apparently, for soldiers to light some torches. Within a few moments the last of day became the first
of night, a magic as peculiar and welcome as any other.

A wheeled monstrosity of some sort emerged. Nothing less than a smal building erected on a dray.
Between the shafts, where one might expect a team of horses or donkeys, a lion strained, head down,
mane over his eyes. The temple of entertainment was accompanied by a number of young men in
tangerine tunics, black scarfs covering their noses and mouths. A slim white-haired woman in a
golden veil struck a set of chimes with a malet. She looked spiky and consumptive. The dwarf drew
up the rear, banging a drum almost as big as he was.

Glinda hoped she wasn’t going to ask to be converted. She didn’t have much to be converted from.
She began to wish she’d sat farther back. Now where had she met that dwarf before? She’d been
racking her brains for a day and had turned up no clue. She supposed, not for the first time, that she
didn’t have a whole lot of brains to rack. Or was she at the age already when memory begins to fail?
She couldn’t remember.

The lion muttered something to the veiled woman. So it was a Lion, then. Curious. Most respectable
Animals wouldn’t be seen doing menial labor like puling a cart, but perhaps this was a sort of
penance.

Glinda knew that Animals in Munchkinland fared no better than Animals in Loyal Oz; you rarely saw
a professional Animal on the shores of Restwater. But then her social circuit was circumscribed by
her position; who knew what Animals might be getting up to in the back of beyond? Al kinds of
unsavory mischief. She preferred not to contemplate it; life at Mockbeggar these days was vexing
enough.



She turned her attention to the performance. Things were starting up.

The jittery-totteriness of it. A sort of omphalos made of wood, capped by the semblance of a dragon.
Its countenance was lurid, its eyes glowed red, like embers. Clever and banal. Long struts carved of
salowwood flexed to suggest the limbs of a bat. When the dragon shifted its wings to reveal a clock-
face, the sound of leathery creases shifting was like wet laundry on the line, flumping in a stiff wind.

So this was the Clock of the Time Dragon. Ready for al manner of foldiddy-doodle.

Then the facade of the great structure along the length of the cart, the long side, began to separate into
segments. It folded back cunningly, the best of tiktok play. Smal stagelets receded or nested against
each other. Protrusions locked into recesses. The whole thing was a set of shutters colapsing against
one another like a sentient puzzle.

Al this clockwork commotion revealed a central arena, cloaked from view by a curtain as broad as
two bed linens hemmed together. The drape must be stiffened with wooden braces. The surface of the
cloth was painted with a fanciful map of Oz. More iconography than geography. The Emerald City
glowed in the middle through some apparatus of backlighting; a loose approximation of the four main
counties fanned out to the margins. Gilikin to the north, Quadling Country to the south, the Vinkus to
the west, and Munchkinland—the Free State of Munchkinland, for her pains!—to the east.

She was sitting close enough to peer at the margins of the map. The outlying colonies and satrapies of
Ugabu and the Glikkus. A few arrows pointing, variously, away, off margin, to countries across the
band of deserts that isolated the giant Oz as competently as a ring of seas might, were seas anything
other than a mystical notion of everlastingness.

Some sort of music began. She was dimly aware that the boys in their sunset robes had picked up
nose whistles and cymberines, tympani and strikes. Someone drew a bow across a squash-belied
violastrum. Someone lit a muskwax-taper that smeled of rose blossoms. To a man, the soldiers
squatted, relaxing on their haunches; this was wel done enough to be convincing before it had even

begun.
Cherrystone, she saw, was lighting a cigarette.

The dwartf gave a bow at the close of the prelude. The curtain rose on a lighted stage as the yard
appreciably darkened by three or four degrees of violet.

A couple of figures strutted lazily onstage. What were they caled again? Homunculards. Puppets on
strings. Marionettes, that was it. They were meant to resemble the Messiars and Menaciers squatting
in the barnyard of Mockbeggar Hal, no doubt. They were hale and fit, and their ash limbs had been
carved to exaggerate military physique. Waists tapered to pencil points, while biceps and buttocks
and pectorals were al globular as oranges. Faces were blank but rosy-cheeked, and one chin had a
sticking plaster across it, suggesting a soldier so young he was stil learning how to shave.

The two soldiers sauntered across the stage, looking hither and yon. Lights came up further to reveal
the painted backdrop, which seemed to be a field of corn or wheat or cotton. A rough fence, a



scarecrow, a few squiggles of bird painted in the sky across fat clouds in summersweet blue.

What craft the handlers showed! The puppet soldiers were bored. They whistled (how did they do
that?). They kicked an imaginary stone back and forth. Funny how in the teling of it, thought Glinda, in
the arc of the leading foot and the posture of the defense, the presence of the implied stone seemed as
real, or even realer, than the puppet felows themselves.

The puppets soon tired of kick-the-pebble. They approached the front of the stage and looked out at
the audience, but it was clear they weren’t peering at real soldiers in the gloaming. One of the carved
Menaciers put a palm to his eyebrows as if shielding it from sun while he scanned the horizon. The
other knelt down and dipped his hand a little below stage level, and the audience heard the sound of
water swishing about. The puppet guard was meant to be on the shores of Restwater.

From offstage a melody started up, a saucy two-step in the key of squeezebox. The soldiers looked at
each other and then off to one side. On came a line of dancing girls with high-stepping legs, bare to
the knee and venturing quite a bit of thigh. In the porphyrous barnyard, General Cherrystone’s soldiers
roared and applauded the arrival of this squadron of hoofers. Wel, they were cheery, Glinda had to
agree. And so smart! Eight or nine dancers. Their dresses, sequinned and glittery, were made of
silvery blue tule netting stitched from the hip of the first dancer on the left al along to the last dancer
on the right. Their kicks were so uniform they were no doubt managed by a single lever or puley of
some sort. Offstage, some of the musicians were hooting out in falsetto as if the dancers were
catcaling the men, “Heee!” and “What ho!” and “Oooh la l1a!” and “Oz you like 1t!”

Then, through some sleight of theater that Glinda couldn’t work out, they’d turned back-to-front
somehow. The vixens put their hands to the floor and their legs in the air, and their skirts fel down
over their bosoms and heads, revealing pink panties that looked, from here, like real silk. Their
costumed behinds faced the audience. Each one of the girls had a bul’s-eye painted on her smals.

The soldiers in the barnyard roared their approval. Glinda noticed that the two puppet Menaciers had
disappeared. Wel, who needed male puppets when females were available?

You could no longer make out the heads of the dancers, nor even their legs. The blue netting seemed
to be rising and thickening; there was more and more of it, until al that was left were nine pink
behinds bobbing in a sea of blue.

Thank mercy she had left Miss Murth at home, she thought, as—oh sweet Ozma—the dancers
somehow dropped their drawers. The pink sleeves slid under the waves, and on each of the nine
bobbing unclefted arses a different letter was painted.

R-E-S-T-W-A-T-E-R.

The articulate rumps quickly disappeared beneath the blue waves of the lake. The audience booed
good-naturedly. But Glinda noticed that the smel of roses had given over to a smel of smoke.

From wing to wing, across the back of the stage, some long slit in the floor must have opened, for the
dancing girl puppets and then their drowning lengths of blue skirt drained within the aperture. Their



disappearance revealed one of the soldiers from earlier. His face had been smudged with coal dust,
his clothes as wel. He carried in his hand a torch. The fire was made of orange flannel lit from
within; a spring-wound fan made the flames dance to the same melody that the girls had jigged to.

Oh, thought Glinda suddenly, as the smel of smoke intensified. Oh dear.

The aperture opened again and up from beneath the stage rose a stiffened flat. It was in the shape of a
hil, the same shape as the hil on the backdrop, and very soon it stood in front of the backdrop,
blocking the view of Highsummer crops. The hil was denuded of crop, and blackened. The scarecrow
was a scorched skeleton with holows for eyes.

The second soldier came on, and the two companions returned to the shore of Restwater. Somehow
while the audience had been distracted by the rising dead hil, a segment of the stage had slid forward,
like the broad bowed front of a shalow drawer. From the recesses flashed scraps and humps of the
costumes of the dancing girls, now clearly signifying the waves of Restwater. Then—oh, horrid to
see!—from the surface of the tule-water emerged the head of the Time Dragon itself. Its eyes glowed
red; its scissoring jaws seethed with smoke.

The two soldiers waded in the water, one on either side of the puppet Dragon, and they clasped their
arms around its neck. They fel to kissing the creature as if it were one of the dancing girls, and as its
smile turned into a leer, it sank beneath the waves, dragging the two soldiers with them. They couldn’t
pul away. They courted the dragon with affection until they drowned.

“Enough!” barked Cherrystone in the dark, but he hadn’t needed to say this. The lights were going
down and the music fading upon a weird, unresolved chord.

The barnyard fel silent. The dwarf came around from the back of the Clock and gave a little skip and
a bow and a flick of his teck-fur cap.

Glinda stood and applauded. She was the only one until she turned and made a motion with her hands.
Then the men joined in, grumblingly and none too effusive.

Improvising, she walked over to Cherrystone and pretended she couldn’t read his ire. “Would you
care to join the troupe of entertainers back at the house for a light refreshment before they go on their
way?”

He didn’t answer. He began barking orders to his men.

She couldn’t resist fluting after him, “I’l take that as regrets, but do feel free to change your mind if
you’re so inclined.” Then she cocked her head at Mr. Boss and indicated Mockbeggar Hal’s
forecourt.

IL.

My, but Cherrystone needed to sort out his men. They seemed bothered by the turn toward tragedy that
the episode had taken. Clever little dramaturg, thought Glinda, sneaking a glance at Mr. Boss and his



associates as they dragged the Clock of the Time Dragon across the forecourt of Mockbeggar.

Puggles had rushed ahead to light a few lanterns and arrange for a beverage. But Mr. Boss said,
“There’s no time. We have to get out quickly before your General Mayhem arrives to put us under
lock and key.”

“But you’re my guests,” said Glinda.

“Fat distance that’] get us, when you’re in durance vile yourself.” He turned to the Lion. “Brrr, guard
the gateway, wil you? If you can manage to look menacing, you might hold off the law for a valuable
few moments.”

“Menacing isn’t my strong suit,” said the Lion. “How about vexed? Or inconvenienced.”

Glinda recognized the voice, dimly. Not the famous Cowardly Lion? Doing menial labor for a bunch
of—shudder—theater people? She had made him a Namory once, hadn’t she? “Sir Brrr?” she
ventured.

“The same,” he replied, “though I drop the honorific when I’m touring.” He seemed pleased to be
recognized. “Lady Glinda. A pleasure.”

“To your station, ’fraidycat,” snapped the dwarf. Brrr padded away. The brittle woman in the veils
went with him, one hand upon his roling spine. In the lamplight he looked quite the golden statue of a
Lion, regal and paralyzed, and his consort like some sort of penitent. The lads in orange were stil
strapping up the Clock and securing it.

“I have been trying to think of where we met,” said Glinda. “I ought to have kept better notes.”

“You ever intend to write your memoirs,” the dwarf said, “you’re going to have to make up an awful
lot. Maybe this wil remind you.” He motioned to the young men to stand back. They looked singularly
strong, stupid, and driven. Ah, for a stupid young man, she thought, losing the thread for a moment.
Lord Chuffrey had been many wonderful things, but stupid he was not, which made him a little less
fun than she’d have liked.

The dwarf approached the Clock. She couldn’t tel if he pressed some hidden mechanism or if the
Clock somehow registered his intentions. Or maybe he was merely responding to its intentions; it
seemed weirdly spirited. “The next moment,” he murmured, “always the next moment unpacks itself
with a degree of surprise. Come on, now.” The section of front paneling—from which the lake of blue
tule had sweled—slid open once more. There was no sign of the dragon head, the drowned
Menaciers, the rustling waves. The dwarf reached in and put his thwarty hands on something and
puled it out. She recognized it at once, and her memory snapped into place.

Elphaba’s book of spels. Glinda had had it once, after Elphaba had died; and then the dwarf had come
along, and Glinda had given it to him for safekeeping.

“How did you persuade me to give it to you?” Her voice was nearly at a whisper. “I can’t remember.
You must have put a spel on me.”



“Nonsense. I don’t do magic, except the obvious kind. Fanfares and mistaken identities, chorus lines
and alto soliloquies. A little painting on black velvet. I merely told you that I knew you had the book
of spels, that I knew what was in it, and that [ knew your fears about it. I'm the keeper of the
Grimmerie. That’s my job. If not to hoard it under my own protection, then to lodge it where it wil do
the least harm.” He held it out to her. “That’s why I’ve come. It’s your turn. This is your payment for
our service tonight. You wil take it again. It’s time.” She drew back, looked to make sure that
Cherrystone wasn’t approaching from the barns or the house itself. “You’re a mad little huskin of a
man, Mr. Boss. This is the least safe place for the Grimmerie. [ am incarcerated here.”

“You wil use it,” he said, “and you must use it.”

“I don’t respond to threats or prophecies.”

“Prophecy is dying, Lady Glinda. So I’'m going on a hunch. Our best thinking is al we have left.”
“My best thinking wouldn’t boil an egg,” she told him.

“Look 1t up. This thing is as good a cookbook as any you’re likely to find. Come on, sister. Didn’t
Elphaba trust you once to try? It’s your turn.”

“I don’t mention her name,” said Glinda. Not coldly, but in deference.
“Shal I leave you the Lion to help you protect the book?”

“I am not alowed pets.”

Brrr, circling the court and sniffing for trouble, gave a low growl.

“Sorry. I’'m flustered. I meant to say staff. [ have a skeletal crew on hand to look after me, but I think
you need the Lion’s services more than I do.”

“His services aren’t much to speak of,” said the dwarf. The boys laughed a little nastily. They were
Menaciers themselves, she saw, just in a different uniform, serving a different commander. She
wanted nothing to do with any of them.

“When I saw you once before,” she told Mr. Boss, “you were on your own. You didn’t have this
extravagance of tiktok mechanics at your heels.”

“Once in a while I park the Clock in secrecy when the times require it. That instance, as I recal, [ was
making a little pilgrimage on foot. I told you that I knew you had the Grimmerie, and what was in it.
told you things about Elphaba that no one could know. That’s how I convinced you to relieve yourself
of the Grimmerie then, before Shel Thropp had acceded to the Throne and approached you, intending
to impound the book. I trust he did make that effort?”

She nodded. The dwarf had predicted events quite cannily. Thanks to him, she’d had nothing to show
Shel, not in the palace treasury nor in her private library, not in Mennipin Square nor in Mockbeggar



Hal. She’d been clean of this dangerous volume.

And now, Cherrystone breathing down her throat every day, she was expected to take it back again?
To hide it in plain sight?

“Are you working to set me up for execution?” she hissed.

“I never talk about the end game.” He winked at her. “I’ve lived so long without death that I’ve
stopped believing in it.” From the shadows of the great Parrith onyx pilars with strabbous inlay, the
Lion spoke. “Things are settling down now. Campfires being lit, men sorted out. We don’t have much
time.”

“Please,” said Mr. Boss to her. “And I don’t say please often.”

Glinda kept her hands tucked under her arms. She looked up at the dark windows of Mockbeggar. If
she took this book, she wanted to make certain that Miss Murth and Puggles and Chef were ignorant of
it. She didn’t want to put them under any more danger than necessary.

There was no sign of a shape at the windows. Or was there? Perhaps a little thumbnail of darkness at
a lower pane. Surely Rain was off and asleep?

The spooky woman in the veil hesitated, but then left the Lion’s side to approach Glinda. The
lamplight etched shadows from her veil along the sides of her face, but Glinda could make out her
strong thin nose and ful lips and a shock of white hair, odd in one who seemed otherwise so young. A
wasting ailment, perhaps. Her skin was dark, like a woman from the Vinkus. “We do not play at
intrigue,” she said to Glinda. “We work to avoid it wherever we can. But I ask you. Do this for
Elphaba. Do this for Fiyero.”

Glinda reared back. “What license have you to take their names to me!”

She replied, “The right of the wounded, for whom propriety is a luxury. I beg you. In their names.
Take the book.”

“Listen to Missy Flitter-foot of the Prairies,” said Mr. Boss to Glinda. “Before they tear us limb from
limb.”

The Lion shook his mane. “Ilianora. Gentlemen. Mr. Boss. They’re beginning to marshal their forces.
I can hear them coming.” She didn’t know why she took the Grimmerie from the dwarf, but Brrr was
already settling himself between the shafts of the Clock, and the lads in tunics were putting shoulders
to the carriage. The one they caled Ilianora drew her veil down upon her forehead. “If they catch us
up, and tear the Clock apart with their fingers, they won’t find its heart,” she said to Glinda, and put
two dusky fingers upon Glinda’s pale hand. “Much depends on you now.” Then she turned, a
corkscrew twist of white sleeves and ripples, and hurried after the Clock as it passed through the
gates of the forecourt and into the dark, heading not toward Zimmerstorm and the Munchkin
strongholds, but west along the road leading toward Loyal Oz.

The dwarf was walking away backward, hissing at Glinda. “We won’t go far. Into a tuck between



low hils in the Pine Barrens. Just until we’re sure everything is copacetic.”
“You have no reason to look after me.”

“Don’t flatter yourself. We want to make sure the book doesn’t come to harm.” Then on his bandy
legs he stumped to catch up with his companions.

She was alone for a moment, alone with the Grimmerie in the guttering light of lanterns. It weighed
against her breast and clavicle like the child she had never had. It was nearly warm to touch. It was
warm to touch. The tooled binding seemed to relax in her hold.

Nonsense.

She flung herself inside and up the grand staircase. She was huffing by the time she reached the top,
and she could hear soldiers returning to their posts in the banquet hal and the reception rooms. She
heard the crystal chink of stopper against bottleneck; brandy was being decanted. Disagreements
about the Clock’s presentation were being aired. She achieved her private suite, however, without
molestation.

A single candle glowed in a sconce. Miss Murth sat ramrod straight, looking directly ahead. The girl
was on the floor, her head in Miss Murth’s lap. Murth was stroking her hair.

“You fool. You should be abed. I can manage my own nightgown,” snapped Glinda.
“The girl couldn’t sleep and I didn’t dare let her wander about alone.”
“So where did the two of you wander to? The ramparts?”

Miss Murth pursed her lip. “The girl was curious. But I did not care for the entertainment. It did not
seem suitable.”

“Suitable for whom? I’m disappointed in you both. Take yourselves off somewhere else to sulk. I
didn’t write the script. Go on, I’'m in no mood to talk.” Miss Murth arose. She didn’t glance at the
Grimmerie, which Glinda felt was glowing against her bosom like a red-hot breastplate. “You wil
bring us to ruin, Lady Glinda,” she said in a low voice. “Come along, girl.”

The sleepy child stood and yawned. As much to herself as to Glinda or Murth, she murmured, “My
favorite was the Lion.” 12.

Whatever happened, Glinda was pretty sure she wouldn’t be subject to a midnight inquisition, so she
just stuffed the Grimmerie under her pilow. Then she humped herself into bed and blew her own
candle out, and failed to sleep til nearly dawn.

What to do about the book? Cherrystone had already scoured her apartments, but he was no fool. He
might work out that the performance of such a seditious little one-act was a diversionary tactic. That
some transaction had occurred in the forecourt. He could come storming in here at dawn and tear the
place apart. What to do? Where to turn?



And why was she the point person? Was it simply too obvious for words—that she was known to be
more capricious than clever? That no one would think to look for an instrument of parlous magic in
her presence? That she was a sily, dispensable figure whose moment had passed? She couldn’t
dispute any of this. And she stil couldn’t sleep.

Her thoughts returned to Elphaba Thropp. It was more than fifteen years since they had parted ways.
What an uncommon friendship they had had—not quite fulfiling. Yet nothing had ever taken its place.

Years later, when that boy Lir had shown up at Glinda’s house in the Emerald City, she had known
him at once for Elphaba’s son, though he seemed in some doubt on that matter. (Children.) He had had
Elphaba’s broom, after al, and her cape. More to the point, he had had her look: that ook both
haunted and thereby abstract, but at the same time focused. A look like a spark on a dry winter’s day,

that staticky crackle and flash that leaps across the air from finger to the iron housing of the servant’s
bel.

What would Lir do, were he handed the Grimmerie? What would Elphaba?

She drifted to sleep at last as the summer dawn began. Birds insisted on their dim pointless melodies.
She didn’t believe she dreamed of Elphaba; she didn’t have the kind of aggravated imagination that
loitered in dreams. Maybe she dreamed of a door opening, and Elphaba coming back from the
Afterlife. To settle Glinda’s consternation; to save her. Or maybe this wasn’t a dream, just a
foundational longing.

Stil, when she rose to a clamor of soldiers practicing in formation outside, she found that she had an
inkling about what to do. Like a bit of advice from Elphaba, in her dream! But that was fanciful.

Miss Murth was drawing the bath. “I fear a slight headache,” caled Glinda. “I wil do without tea until
later. Leave me alone.”

“Very good, Mum,” said Miss Murth in a voice of superiority and disdain. She slammed the door on
the way out.

Glinda approached the wardrobe and removed the Grimmerie. She sat it on a towel on her dressing
table. The volume was as long as her forearm and almost as wide, covered in green morocco and
gussied up with semiprecious stones and silvergilt. No title upon its spine. The pages were rough cut,
she could see, and when she ran her finger across the deckle edges she believed she felt a curious
charge. Or perhaps she simply wasn’t fuly awake yet.

She opened the book. This is to say, she prised up the cover and a certain portion of pages. The book
wouldn’t alow her to select any old page. It seemed to know what she was looking for, and sure
enough, she found it. The facing page was blank, but the inscribed page read, in majuscule so ornate
as to look like lace, On Concealment.

A knock on the door. Without thinking Glinda murmured, “Come in.” Murth approached with tea on a
tray. “I said I would wait,” said Glinda.



“But it’s noon, Mum,” said Miss Murth. “And you haven’t taken your bath yet? It’l be glacial cold by

2

now.

“Leave the tea,” said Glinda, frightened. She hadn’t felt more than a minute go by as she was trying to
scrutinize the spel. Apparently she had lost a morning.

“I have news, Lady Glinda,” said Miss Murth.
“Later,” said Glinda, flustered. “I mean it, Murth. I’1 ring for you presently. Good-bye.”
Miss Murth departed. Glinda was almost there. She had to concentrate.

She stood. Her back was sore from hunching over. She had been studying this one page for several
hours! Mercy. Had she learned to concentrate at last? Perhaps she was ready to take some
correspondence classes in, oh, table goosebal. Or poem writing. Or the foreign service.

She put the fingers of both hands spread out upon the tabletop—that seemed to be part of it, to
stabilize herself. It was almost as if the book wanted her to succeed, wanted to be concealed; there
was a sort of sharpening of focus upon each word as she spoke it, though she scarcely knew what the
words meant. “Debooey geekum, eska skadily sloggi,” she recited. “Gungula vexus, vexanda talib en
prochinka chorr.” She didn’t think herself at al convincing, but the book didn’t seem to notice.

She reached the last sylables—and the book shuddered and jumped, as if someone had kicked the
table from beneath. She put one knuckle between her teeth to keep herself from shrieking in surprise.

Success! Or sabotage. Anyway, something. Something was happening.

The Grimmerie began to change shape. She couldn’t have said how. It was shrinking and growing at
the same time, and the balsam-needle color of its spine seemed to be burning off. The book flexed and
retracted. It took several moments before it returned to seeming lifeless, like most books. It was thick
and square and yelow—the size, shape, and color of a bad cake. A kind of papery cover, a shiny scarf
cut to order, was folded into the front and back boards and jacketed around the spine of the volume.

Glinda picked up the Grimmerie and shook it. It made no sound except the riffling of pages, which
fluttered in a respectably bookish way. There was no warmth or life in it. She studied the cover as if
she were Cherrystone looking for the Grimmerie. The author’s name was uninteligible gibberish. Big
squarish letters above it, though, which must indicate the book’s title, said Gone with the Wind.

She humped it into a shelf next to her favorite books, A Girl’s First Guide to Coquettery and The
Little Mercenary: A Novel of Manners. It looked quite at home. It certainly didn’t look like the
Grimmerie.

She rang for tea. She was famished.

Tea arrived with bad news. Miss Murth looked at her balefuly. Chef had been dismissed. Forcibly.
“No,” said Glinda.



“While you were busy reading your book,” replied Miss Murth with spite.
“Where are the others? Rain? Puggles?”

“Rain is off at her reading lesson with the General. Puggles is trying to stake tomatoes upon the roof.
Chef left him with several pages of instructions before he was carted away.” Glinda dressed in haste
and hurried downstairs, but she cast a last look at the bookshelf before she did. Gone with the Wind
sat smugly in its place. What a good title for a hidden book, she thought. The Grimmerie has a sense
of humor.

Any sense of accomplishment she felt at the successful completion of a spel soon evaporated in the
granite presence of General Cherrystone. She paused at the door to the library, where Rain was
sitting at a table, her bare legs swinging and her finger tracing letters in the polen that had sifted
through the windows and settled yelowly on the tabletop. Where the /e/l is that maid, thought Glinda
madly, before remembering, of course, that the maid had gone wherever Chef had been sent.

Cherrystone lifted a finger to his lips. She fel silent but quivering at the doorway.

“That was decent work today, my little scholar,” he told the girl. “You’re becoming very good at your
standing-up letters. Next time we’l begin on the letters shaped like circles, or parts of circles. Don’t
forget to practice.”

The child fled so fast that her dirty little soles flicked themselves at Glinda. Oh, standards, she
thought. Then she puled herself together.

“I have a bone to pick with you,” she said.

“Lady Glinda.” He didn’t rise as she came into the room. The absolute nerve of him! Leaving her
standing as if she were a ... a servant.

She puled out a chair so hard it scraped the parquetry. “Miss Murth tels me you’ve dismissed Chef.
You have no right to meddle with my people.”

“You’ve brought this upon yourself, Lady Glinda, by your endorsement of that provocative display
last night.”

“Don’t be stupid. ’'m not an impresario. This was no command performance. I didn’t know what
entertainment that troupe was going to provide. [ merely invited them. You welcomed the notion,
yourself.

Furthermore I have no idea what you mean by provocative. I thought the repertoire slight, coarse, and
pointless.”

“I’m afraid there have had to be repercussions.”

“Are you setting me up as a colaborationist of some sort? That’s nonsense. I have retired to the
country to write my memoirs.”



“And to learn to cook. I know. How is it going?”
“How am I to learn without Chef?”

“I’m sure, like your chambermaid learning to read, you’ve picked up some basics. It’s merely a
matter of putting them together.”

“Cherrystone. This is intolerable. I want Chef reinstated at once.”

“I’m afraid that isn’t possible. For one thing...” He paused, putting his hands flat on the tabletop,
spreading them apart, as if smoothing a bedsheet, then bringing them together so their thumbs touched.
“For one thing, he’s in no condition to take up cooking at the moment.”

Glinda gaped. “You—you—"
“He met with an accident.”
“I thought you dismissed him.”

“I did. I dismissed him. And then somehow he walked into Restwater without removing his heavy
clothes, and he seemed to drown. Not unlike the set piece that concluded the little performance you so
enjoyed last night, though without the involvement of any tiktok dragon.”

She stood. “I don’t believe 1t. A man who teaches a child to read doesn’t turn around and condemn an
innocent man to death. You’re lying. I want him back.”

“The subject is closed. But in any instance, I’m afraid I am moving more men into the house. I'm
going to require the use of the chambers on the piano level and in the servants’ quarters, both
backstairs and up top. You’l have to ask your people to clear out.”

“Impossible. Where wil they sleep?”

“You have room in your private apartment. I wil have my men move bedding and cots into one of your
salons.”

“Are you insane? Traper? I can’t have Puggles in my apartments. He is my butler. A man!”

“You were married for some time, Lady Glinda. Surely you know how to close the door against il-
timed attentions. That’s a skil every wife learns.” She was badly frightened. She needed to find out if
Chef was realy drowned. Ig, his name. Ig Baernaeraenaesis. “The time has come for me to ask how
long you intend to loiter in my home, General.”

“That, my dear, 1s privileged information. Private Zackers!” he caled suddenly. Zackers came through
the swinging pantry door. “Some sparkling cider-tea for Lady Glinda, and one for me.”

“I wil tel you this,” she said. “You may not release another member of my staff. You may have
nothing to do with any of them beyond your lessons with the girl. If anyone is to be dismissed from



now on, I’ make the decision and I’l alert you by note. Is that clear?”

“Surely you’l stay for a glass of refreshment? Zackers isn’t Chef, of course, but he’s learning his way
around the larder, much as you are.” She didn’t reply, but swept away. In her rooms, she wept
momentarily, feeling foolish. She rang for Murth and asked her to find out more about Chef, but
neither Murth nor Puggles was alowed outside of the house anymore. “I didn’t hear ‘drowned,’ ”
insisted Miss Murth. “I only heard ‘let go.” But he couldn’t swim.”

After lunch the Menaciers began moving soldiers’ trunks and sleeping rols into the gilt-ceilinged
guest chambers. Zackers oversaw the setting up of cots in Glinda’s retiring parlor. Three of them, one
for Puggles, one for Murth, one for Rain. “I can’t sleep in the same room as Puggles,” begged Miss
Murth. “I am an unmarried woman.” Glinda didn’t answer. She told Puggles to find Rain. Glinda
would see her at once, in the privacy of her boudoir.

13.
Ineed something of you, Rain,” said Glinda.

The girl didn’t answer. She doesn’t speak often, noted Glinda, not for the first time. Maybe learning
to read wil change that.

“We are being asked to keep from walking about in the gardens for a while,” she said. “But you’re
young and can run and dash about, and no one much notices. Can you find out something for me?”
Rain looked up sideways at her mistress. Despite years of Glinda’s watching her own diet and
performing knee-bends in the privacy of her chambers, she suddenly felt fat. Fat and squat and old.
And she feared she smeled of caramelized carrots. But enough about me, she said to herself, and
shook her curls, which were due for a bleaching in a solution of lemon juice and extract of
milkflower. Later.

Concentrate.
“Are you up for this, Rain?”

The girl shrugged. Her hair was dirty and her calves were dirty, but prettying the child up wouldn’t
do her any good, Glinda thought. She was safer looking a little revolting. That snarled cloud of
unbrushed brown hair! “What do you want me to lookit?” Rain finaly said.

“I want you to find out what they are building in the barns. Can you do that?”
Rain shrugged again. “They’re always hammering inside there, and the doors are shut.”

“You’re smal. You can stick to the shadows.” Glinda fixed the girl with as fierce a glare as she could
manage. “Your name is Rain, isn’t it? Rain slips in the cracks and slides through the seams. You can
do it? Can’t you?”

“I don’t know.”



“You better try, or I might have to cancel your reading lessons.”
The girl looked up sharply, more keenly than before. “Not that, Mum.”

“I trust the General is treating you wel?”



“He teaches me good enough,” said the girl. “I knows a passel of letters now.”

Glinda pursed her lips. She didn’t believe in putting children in danger, nor of frightening them
overmuch. “He’s permitted to teach you no more than letters,” she finaly said. “If he tries to teach you
anything else, you come let me know. Is that understood?”

The girl shrugged again. Her shrugs were a caution against committing herself, Glinda saw. She
wanted to reach out and press her palms on those insouciant shoulders. “Do you hear me?”

“Yes, Mum.” The voice was smaler, but more honest.

“That’l do, then. Off you go. Remember, Rain. Tiptoe. Tiptoe, whisper, glide. But if they see you, you
are just playing. Can you act as though you’re just playing?”

“He’s teaching me to read off my letters,” said Rain. “Nobody never teached me to play.”
4.

While she was waiting for Rain’s report, Glinda had another thought. (A flurry of thoughts! A squal of
them!) Perhaps the Grimmerie could supply a spel that would send Cherrystone and his men packing.

After al, if she could use a spel to conceal the book itself, maybe her talents at magic had improved
through time.

But, like any fool girl in any fool tale, she’d been bested by the magic. Now that the Grimmerie was
disguised as a novel, she had no access to its spels. She could open the squat volume and turn its
pages easy as you please, but the spels therein were hidden from view behind hedges of dense print.
Why did people write such fat books? Where was the magic in that? Perhaps she needed spectacles,
as she couldn’t realy make out the prose, though perhaps she also needed to try a little harder, which
she wasn’t inclined to do.

She replaced the book on the shelf. What #ad she done? She’d hidden the Grimmerie so wel through
that concealing spel that it might never again come in handy as a book of magic. Eventualy Glinda
would flail and fail and die, and fly off to the arms of Lurlina, or be absorbed like condensation into
the cloudy dubiousness of the Unnamed God, and Miss Murth would find the damn thing and read it to
distract herself from Glinda’s death, and then she would dump the book in the bin, or give itto a
church jumble sale.

IS.

Glinda was trying to master the art of peeling a hard-boiled egg. The little grey-brown flecks of shel
kept driving themselves under her fingernails, which she was beginning to see were too long for
kitchen work. Rain popped up next to the table in the makeshift sculery they had sorted out in Glinda’s
bathing chamber.

“Goodness, child, you startled me.” An egg roled off the table onto the floor and cracked its own shel
quite efficiently.



“I did the thing you wanted me to do.”

Glinda looked this way and that. She didn’t dare risk incriminating Puggles or Murthy. But they
weren’t to be seen. “Very good of you. What did you find out?”” Rain smirked a little. “It was hard to
see because it was so dark.”

“I’m sure you found a way.”

“I waited til the men goed to lunch and then I opened the hay door up top.”

Glinda waited.

Oh, the girl required another compliment. Glinda wanted to hit her. “How cunning of you. Go on.”
“It’s hard to say what I saw. It was upsy-wrongedy houses, sort of like.”

“I see,” said Glinda, though she did not.

“Like the houses in Zimmerstorm, but on their heads.”

“Were the upsy-wrongedy roofs made of blue tile, as in Zimmerstorm?”

“No. Strokes of wood al hammered close together, going like this.” Rain pushed her hands away from
her bely as if describing a long melon in the air.

“Wouldn’t the upsy-wrongedy houses fal over if they were trying to balance on their narrow
rooftbeams?”

“They al had leggses. Like spiders, sort of. Wooden leggses.”
“How many of these houses?”

“You din’t tel me to counts ’em.”

“Alot?”

“They were too big to be a lot. They took up the whole space nearly, between the lofts for straw up
high and the stals below.” Glinda went to a table and looked at the implements. She selected a knife
and a loaf of bread. She cut off the heels and a good deal of the crusts and made the loaf into a statue
of a house, as wel as she could. “So. It was like this?”

“Yes but turned over.” Rain reached out and upended it. “And the spider leggses al up and down here
and here. But this end was more pointy.”

“Oh. Oh yes, of course. I see now.” Glinda plucked a paring knife and quickly made of the upside-
down house a sort of tugboat. “Like this. And 1f the spider legs were knocked away, it would look
like a boat.”



“Boats don’t have such pointy bottoms.”

“Some do. You’ve probably never seen a boat out of the lake, that’s al.” She put the knife down
softly. “They’re building boats. They’re going to take a flotila up the lake and attack Haugaard’s Keep
by water. Of course. It makes sense.” She thought of the map she had seen, and the dotted line up the
middle of Restwater. In the center of the lake the invaders would be beyond the reach of any local
ambush brigade mounted by Zimmerstorm or Haventhur to the north, or Bigelow or Sedney to the
south. Though the progress of such vessels, if they were indeed as large as Rain suggested, would be
clearly visible, and alow impromptu navies up and down the lake to row out to attack them. What was
Cherrystone playing at?

“You’ve done very wel, Rain,” said Glinda. She hesitated a moment, and then—something she had
resisted doing for years—she put her hand on Rain’s shoulder. “You deserve a reward. What would
you like?”

“Do you got anything I can read?”

“Nothing suitable, ’'m afraid. Besides, I hear from the General that you’re at early stages yet. But
perhaps you’l learn.”

“I’l learn,” said Rain. “Meanwhile, if you en’t got no bookses, give me two slices of boat and some
butter spread on em.” She twisted her hands and grinned at Glinda. It was the first time in, what,
seven years.

I6.

For what was Glinda waiting? To be rescued? To have a tantrum? To be inspired to act? To warble
an anthem of protest to an incredulous shoreline? She did a little crochet work, a sunny pilow with a
motto.

OZMA BEFORE US. She watched the thunderheads of Highsummer massing to the west, and she fled
if they threatened to let loose. She studied the long lake, which curved between the foothils of the
Great Kels on the far southern side and the lower slopes of the Pine Barrens on the northern. The
placement of Mockbeggar on its little promontory gave her limited advantage; as the lake curved
subtly to the southeast, it narrowed and disappeared between opposing banks. Same to the northwest.
Due to the angle, she couldn’t glimpse Haugaard’s Keep even had she the eyes of a hawk. Unless she
had the wings of a hawk too, of course.

Her household wobbled on. Systems seemed maintained not so much through stamina as through an
inertia borne of fear. Nothing more came to light about Chef. Puggles did what he could with the odd
breast of falow-hen, with parsleyfruit and wristwrencher beans, with eggs and cheese and a militant
sort of pastry pot pie that refused to yield to a knife. Miss Murth lived on tea and she smeled of tea
and she began to resemble a tal stalk of ambulatory celery, and she trembled when she talked, which
was less often than usual. What Rain ate was a mystery to Glinda, mostly.

One day when the cloudburst began earlier than usual, the girl showed up fresh from her lesson. She



hunted for O s and Z s al over Glinda’s parlor, in the gnarly filigrees of preposterously carved
furniture. She al but capered with the fun of it. “I know Oz, now,” she said, and in the carving of the

lintel she found that common ideogram, a Z circled with an O. “Usualy letters don’t hide inside each
other,” she told Glinda firmly.

“No, that’s true. In Oz, I suppose, something is always hiding, though.”

The girl turned and as if by magnetism walked directly over to the little bookshelf beside the window.
She tugged the yelow book out. It might as wel have been her primer. “What’s this book? I can’t read
these words yet.”

“It’s caled, um, The Wind Blew Away. Or something.”

“Is it about the big wind that blew Dorothy here?”

“Where did you hear about Dorothy?”

“Miss Murth told me the story.”

“Never listen to Miss Murth. She’s too old to be valid. Now put that book back.”

I must seem too old to be valid, too, thought Glinda, as Rain ignored her. The girl opened the cover
and ran her hand along the page. “What’s hidden here?” Glinda felt a chil. “What nonsense you speak.
What do you mean?”

“This book. It’s like a creature. It’s alive.” She turned to Glinda. “Can you feel it? It gots a heart,
almost. It’s warm. It’s purring.”

“Do you come in here and touch this book when I’m not looking?”
“No. I never seen it before. But it was sort of shimmery.”

Glinda snatched it away. She had never noticed a shimmer to the book and she didn’t see one now.
But Rain was on to something. The Grimmerie had a kind of urgent low heat to it. A kind of soundless
hum.

She found herself saying, nearly whispering, “What page would you like to look at?”

Rain paused. Glinda held the book down to her like a tray of canapés. From under those horrid flea-
bitten bangs of hers, Rain looked up at Glinda. Then with a hand scratched by thorns and ignorant of
soap, she cracked the code of the disguise charm without even trying. The Grimmerie took on its
original aspect—broader, darker, more opaque; handwritten, on this page, in inks of silver and 1odine
blue. A narrow design seemed to be contorting around the margins, writhing. Glinda felt faint. “How
did you do that?”

The thunder made a menacing comment, but it was comfortably distant. Rain turned to a page about
two-thirds through.



“You can’t read this. Can you?”

Rain peered. “Everything’s hitched up and kicking.”
“Yes yes, but can you read it?”

Rain shook her head. “Can you?”

How mortifying. Glinda looked. A heading of some sort was squeezing like a belows; at ful extension
it seemed to suggest To Call Winter upon Water.

“It’s about dressing warmly enough. Sort of,” she said. She slapped the book closed. “Why did you
open to that page?”” Rain murmured, “I was remembering something once. About a goldfish.”

Suddenly Glinda was tired of Rain. Tired, and a little scared of her. “Would you run tel Miss Murth
it’s time for my tea? And no touching this book unless I ask you to. Do you understand?”” Rain was out
the door, on to the next thing in her stunted little life. “Sure,” she caled, disingenuously no doubt.

Glinda carried the volume to her escritoire. She opened it again, but now she couldn’t even fan the
pages. The book fel open to the page it preferred. To Call Winter upon Water. How had Rain caled
this spel up out of the book?

I chose to be the patron of arts festivals over dabbling in the science of charms, she thought. But
there’s no help for it now. I am stuck here with a book of magic that won’t let me go.

She read a little bit of the charm, as best she could, and then sat back, exhausted. Thought about the
Grimmerie, and its wily ways. Perhaps she shouldn’t read too much into Rain’s capacity to hone in on
the tome. She was learning to read, after al. Secrets are revealed as you are ready to understand them.
It seems capricious and mean-spirited of the Grimmerie to hold back, to yield and then to tease with a
single page—but then the world 1s the same way, isn’t it? The world rarely shrieks its meaning at you.
It whispers, in private languages and obscure modalities, in arcane and quixotic imagery, through
symbol systems in which every element has multiple meanings determined by juxtaposition.

How does anyone learn to read? she thought. How did 1?

By the time Miss Murth arrived with tea, Glinda had worked through a good deal of the spel, though
she didn’t understand its possible uses. She closed the volume gently, drawing no attention to it, in
case Miss Murth was in one of her beaky prowly moods. But Murth had other things on her mind.
“The storm has moved on toward Sedney,” she said, “and the General has caled for the barn doors to
be open.

They are breaking down the front of two of the barns, Mum. They are bringing out the boats.”
“You know they’re boats?”” Glinda felt a little cheapened.

“You think you’re the only one pays attention to Rain,” said Murth.



I7.

The vessels roled out on an ancient technology: clean-hewn logs set paralel. At once Glinda saw the
serviceability of Mockbeggar in a new light. The appeal to Cherrystone of her country house wasn’t
the formal aspect of the great house. A Palantine masterpiece meant nothing to the armed forces. It
was the barns. They were tal enough to have served as incubators for these four massive ships.
Sequestered, men had worked through the daily downpours and on through the night.

Even more important, the grade from the barnyard to lake would accommodate a launch. A clear
access presented itself across the drive, through the wildflower meadow and down the pastures,
neatly avoiding the ha-ha and (mercifuly) Virus Skepticle’s bentlebranch foly in honor of freshwater
mermaids.

Glinda considered herself in the mirror, then drew a lace shoulderette from the wardrobe and
freshened her lashes. A parasol to suggest idle ambling, She wished she had lap dogs so she could
seem to be taking them for a walk, but ever since that monstrous Toto had nipped her heel and torn the
hem of her favorite pink reception gown she had gone off the cussed creatures.

Puggles was making an effort to concoct some sort of soup. “I weren’t raised to this grade of
domestic work, Mum,” he said, wiping his brow and nearly clocking himself through the clumsy
application of a meat malet.

“You’re doing admirably. I shal take notes one day. But Puggles, did Miss Murth tel you? The
builders have unveiled their constructions.”

“She did.”
“How wil they avoid being attacked? The ships, I mean?”

“Lower your voice, Mum, there’s soldiers everywhere now.” He pounded harder as he spoke, to
drown out his whisper. “It’s hard to get word through the cordon of guards, but I have it on pretty
solid authority that the farmers and fishermen of the area already have worked out for themselves
what was going on here. I think some of the Munchkinlander beached fleet might be readying to
venture out again after their nice long rest.” He winked at her. “Suicidal, I know...”

“There’l be cannon on board Cherrystone’s warships, no doubt.”

“Cannons are good for hammering at the stone wals of fortresses, Mum, but they’re less good for
swiping at your little lake heron or your quick minnow. If you take my meaning.”

“Wel.” She chose her words carefuly. “If you hear more about the wildlife on the lake this season, do
let me know.”

“I’'mno longer permitted outside the house, Mum,” he told her. “I’m not likely to hear more.”

She moved on, worried for the local Munchkins. Cherrystone was too smart to display these lummoxy
floating wooden castles without being prepared to deal with any attack on them. Stil, Glinda was



infected with a sense of excitement as she descended the great stairs. She admired the wel-made
thing, whatever it was: a slipcover, a compliment, a man-o’-war.

She 1gnored the muddy boots lined up on the floor, just plowed through the banquet hal and the
kitchens as if she’d been used to taking charge there for years. “Zackers. Hat off in the presence of a
lady,” she barked at him, who whirled around from where he was rooting through a bin of biscuits.
Feeling a warm breeze from an open door, she continued on through a larder and a maze of pantries,
and found an exit into an herb garden. How useful, now that she knew what herbs were for. But she
had no time to pause and take notes.

From the ground the four ships were even larger than they’d looked from her windows. Bowl-belied
wooden narwhals. Men with their shirts off were swarming up ladders on al sides, caulking and
scraping and wielding brushes to apply some sort of gleaming oil. It made the fresh wood glow like
skin.

She located Cherrystone near a commissaire or clerk who was taking notes. She bearded the General.
“Traper, you are to be congratulated. This is an instalation of most magnificent hue and heft. I can’t
think where you got al the lumber.”

“There’s a mil or two in the Pine Barrens. You pay enough, you can find the help you need.”

“Pay with cash, or with threat of violence?” But she smiled as she said it, and he grinned back,
replying, “Oh, the coin of the realm appears to be good cheer, as I understand it. We imported white
oak for the ribbing, but the local fir stock 1s suitable for cladding and masts. Amazing how generous
the locals are, 1f you put it to them persuasively enough.”

“I don’t know sail-lacing, so this 1s deepest arcana to me. However, Restwater being Oz’s largest
lake, I believe I’d have noticed vessels of such magnificent profile if they’d ever sailed by me before.
They don’t look like riverboats, yet the masts are lower than I would imagine useful to help propel
such a capacious hold.”

“Oh, 1t’s a manly art, is shipbuilding,” said the General. “I can’t pretend to folow a word of'it. [ have
a hard time lacing my own boots.” Glinda caught herself from making a remark about not lacing her
own stays. “We al know the EC wants to divert the lake for its private use, in the capital and in the
mil towns and factory hamlets springing

@

up between the Emerald City and Shiz. And so I realize these ships are intended to attack Haugaard’s
Keep. But I can’t understand why you’d take four weeks and some to build them, giving the local
farmers a chance to plan their resistance and fortify the lake, when you could’ve marched your army
along through the vilages and circled Restwater six times over by now.”

“Straight through a gauntlet of pint-size guerrilas? No, thanks. But too terribly dry, this business of
strategy,” he said, as if in agreement. “I’d love to chat more. Shal we dine again? I can wax hysterical
about the cost of labor in wartime, and you can catch me up on your successes in the field of cuisine.”



“Are you inviting me to a reception upon the virgin decks of your commanding vessel?”

He blushed. She hadn’t known she could make him blush. “I’m afraid it’l be some time before the
accoutrements are fitted, the paint applied and dried, and so on. It’s why I had the ships brought out
into the sunlight, so this work could proceed apace.”

“But the daily thunderstorms?”
“Spittle and eyewash. Won’t slow us down.”

She almost asked permission to take a promenade around the boats, but remembering herself, she
started out at a pace. He caught up with her and took her by the arm, but gently, as a husband might,
and escorted her about the graveled yard. She commented, “I trust you’l be putting my barn fronts
back together. One bad storm and the places would colapse like houses of cards.” He didn’t answer,
just pointed out admirable bits of carving on the figureheads. “You have some very talented, very
bored soldiers,” she said. “Surely that’s not a portrait of me?”

“No, it’s meant to be Ozma.”
“Dreadfuly royalist of you. Positively seditious. I’d expect it to be the Emperor.”

“Some of the men are simple. But if you want to get good work out of them, you have to alow them
their prejudices.”

“Tel that to the Munchkins.” But she was trying to be slick as boiled sweeties. “What wil you cal
these fine dames of the lake?”

“We’l slap their names upon them when they’re waterworthy.”
“I can’t wait that long. I might die in my sleep tonight, of impatience.”
“Oh, don’t do that, Glinda.”

He had used her name without the honorific. She smiled a little less winningly, more inscrutably,
reeling him in. “No, do tel. Traper.”

“Can’t you guess what the Emperor’s four lake ambassadors would be caled?”
She blinked at him, grateful she’d taken time to darken her lashes.

He said, “The Vinkus, Gillikin, and Quadling Country.”

“I see,” she said. “And the lead vessel ... the Emerald City.”

“Oh, no,” he replied. “Munchkinland. In anticipation of the reannexation, whenever we achieve that
happy marriage, and make Oz whole again.” 18.



In truth, she’d begun looking over Chef’s shoulder—before he disappeared. A bit sulenly, she now
peered in at the efforts of Puggles. She was starting to know just enough to be dangerous in the
kitchen. She watched things being ladled out of cast-iron gorgeholds and dumped into porcelain
kettles or copper skilets. She understood how a single squeeze of lemon could salvage a crime
against cuisine, and how a misplaced spray of orange balsam could sabotage a masterpiece. About
things like salt and sugar and blanched pepper she became more confused, as they al looked more or
less snowy.

She had no time to waste, though.

“Grab a sheet of paper, Miss Murth. The pen is on the blotter. Date: 18th Highsummer comma, 11 of
the clock. Dear Traper comma, Unable to wait for a kind offer to dine on the deck of the Emperor’s
good ship Munchkinland comma, I propose instead—"

“Dear Traper?” Miss Murth’s outrage was controled and magnificent.

“—that you join me for a meal in the knot garden. Stop. The prettibels are perfection and the roses
aren’t too shabby either. Stop. I’l cook. Underline the 7°/] twice. Tomorrow night at eight question
mark?

Are you keeping up, Murthy?”’

“Shal I sign it, Love and kissies, your little Glinda?”

“Don’t be absurd. I’1 sign it myself.”

“I’ve already signed it.”

Glinda snatched the paper and read Cordially, Lady Glinda, Arduenna of the Uplands.
“Exactly how I would have signed it. You have perfected my signature after al this time.”
“I aim to serve,” said Murth, aiming herself out the door.

“Miss Murth,” said Glinda.

Murth turned.

“Would you kindly try not to be so cheerless. It’s unsociable and it taxes the nerves. I do know what
I’m about. I’m not the idiot you take me for.” Miss Murth attempted a kind of curtsey that had gone out
of fashion four decades earlier. Her knees clacked like ivory dominoes dropped on a plate.

Glinda in the kitchen. “Zackers.”
‘(Murn.77

She gave up on insisting on Lady Glinda. “In the absence of Ig Baernaeraenaesis, otherwise known as



Chef, I’m attempting to put together a little meal. Do you know where the cookery books are kept?”
Zackers found a shelf under a window seat. Some parish committee’s colection: Munchkinlander
Aunties Share Secrets of the Sauce. And Glinda liked this one, printed in large type with drol and
useful drawings: Avoid Prosecution for Poisoning: Cooking by the Book. Particularly wel thumbed
was Widow Chumish’s famous volume, Food You Can Actually Stomach. She grabbed al three and
told Zackers she would send down a list of ingredients.

She was almost excited. The dishes, the pans, the wooden spoons! The heat of the stove would rosy
up her cheeks and curl her hair. She hoped it wouldn’t also steam off the highlights. She had found
more than one frizzle of grey nestled among the gold and wrenched it out, but now it was either dye
the traitorous locks or resign herself to mid-age baldness.

Glinda with Rain. The Grimmerie lay on the games table, sweetly dul in its disguise. Glinda sat
before it, and Rain stood at her side.

“Your interest in reading seems to inspire this book’s playfulness,” said Glinda. “I wonder if you
could open this book to any page?”” The girl didn’t understand. Lurline, but she was a slow train to
Traum!

“Now watch me.” Glinda banged open the cover. The merciless slabs of dense print on every page
looked like torture. No pictures, no diagrams, very little white space on which to rest the eye and let
the mind wander. Glinda riffled the pages to make the book’s point, whatever it was. “Now you do
it.” She closed the book and pushed it toward Rain.

The girl paused, then opened the volume. It transformed under her hands, becoming the Grimmerie,
proffering the page with the spel: To Call Winter upon Water.

“But you see, I don’t want to cal winter upon water,” said Glinda, as if she were talking to a
simpleton. She wasn’t sure if she was addressing Rain or the Grimmerie. “I’m looking for a recipe
for starched muttock, maybe, or grip of lamb with a crawberry chutney to lend a sort of alto chromatic
to the gaminess of the enterprise. A genteely quibbling complement.” Or did she mean compliment?
She had no idea what she was talking about. She couldn’t speak gourmandese. She just wanted to see
Rain handle the Grimmerie.

The book, however, had its own notions. While Rain could slip the pages a little from the gentle
steppe of paralel deckled edges, she couldn’t move them to reveal more than an inch or two. The
pages husband their secrets; the book was only interested in suggesting how To Call Winter upon
Water.

“Wel, it prefers its opinions, I see.” The mistress of Mockbeggar sighed. “Personaly I hate uppity
books. Don’t you?”

“I never got to no book yet. Books is stil al secrets.” Disgruntled, the girl slumped in her seat and,
forgetting her place, leaned against Glinda. “The mister says that letters are the key, but even when
you know the whole family, there’s so many combinations you can make. And they break their word.”



“Yes. Wel. You’l get there.” Against her better judgment she couldn’t help putting her hand on the
girl’s hip. “I don’t remember learning to read, but clearly I did, because I can.”

“What does that bit say?”” Rain pointed.

“Wel, this is hard, even for me.” She couldn’t serve winter on a bed of water to Cherrystone,
however often the Grimmerie recommended it. She closed the book, and it slid back into the casing of
its casual disguise.

“Secrets. Pfaaah.” The girl was vexed. “Look at that Oz, what I showed you previous.” She traced her
finger against the inlay of the table, along the Z whose termini and angles met the encircling O at four
points of the oval:

. “It looks like a person trapped in an egg. Bent back, on her knees. Can’t stand up straight. Can’t get
out. Why don’t the O let her out?”

“That’s Oz for you,” said Glinda. “Al about crimping. And I don’t mean piecrust.” Perhaps a lambkin
pie with a summer salad of peas and potatoes?

Glinda with Miss Murth, later in the day. “Please take down this message. Eighteenth Highsummer
four hours beyond noon. Zackers colon: I need the folowing colon: four little thingies of lamb eight
potatoes the yelow jacket kind blue peppercorn four ripe pears peeled two cloves a dish of clover
mayonnaise about sixty peas al the same size and a sharp smal knife stop. Oh, and some bickory root.
Read that back to me.”

Murth did. “How shal I sign it for you?”
“I realy need these things. Sign it Mum.”
“I’1 do no such thing.”

Murth took so long writing out the signature that Glinda knew she was adding a paragraph of specifics
she’d cribbed from Cranston’s Encyclopedium of Gentry. The honorary degrees, the citations of
merit in the cause of charities from Madame Teastane’s Female Academy to Crage Hal at Shiz. The
whole nine yards of it. “Oh, Miss Murth. Are you so jealous as al that?”

“My job is to protect you, Lady Glinda, even if you are losing your mind.”

The kitchen, next day. Zackers served as sous chef and personal bodyguard. Twice he saved Glinda
from immolation. His pimples hadn’t improved, but he wasn’t a bad sort. His grandparents had been
Munchkinlanders from Far Applerue, he told her, but they’d migrated to Tenniken in Gilikin after the
Wicked Witch of the East had risen to be the de facto governor. They had smelt secession in the
winds, he told Glinda, and they didn’t like it.

“Oh, who would,” agreed Glinda absently. “Especialy if it smels like this poaching liqueur.”

“You might try removing the trotters. Here’s a pincers. Or shal 177



That seemed to help. “But aren’t you conflicted, Zackers? A soldier of Loyal Oz, going to war against
Munchkinlanders who might have been friends and neighbors of your grandparents?”

“If they were friends and neighbors of the wrinklies, they won’t be up to throwing pitchforks at me.
They’l be belted into their rockers like my old kin.”

“The principle of it,  mean.”

“Munchkinland belongs to Oz.” Adamant. “A lot of Munchkins remain Loyal Ozians despite that
Mombey, arriviste Eminence in Colwen Grounds. A fair lot of Munchkins quietly think Oz isn’t Oz
when it’s severed like this.”

“What is it then? If it’s not realy Oz without Munchkinland?”

He replied, “It’s spoiled. Like this reduction. I think we better start over.” He would say no more
about himself, and became curt. But the second batch turned out less disagreeable.

In the late afternoon, she directed Puggles to set up a table for two in the rose garden.
“I’m not alowed in the rose garden, Mum.”
“But who wil serve? I can’t be expected to cook a meal and then haul it to the table like a milkmaid.”

“Were I you, I should take it up with that buttery-boy Zackers. You seem to be chummy enough with
him. Lady Glinda.” Puggles didn’t know she had a strategy, but she didn’t dare whisper about it. She
only said, “This is intolerable. You can’t be tethered like a cow, Puggles. I shal protest. Meantime,
give Zackers instruction in the correct layout of a summer table.” But she didn’t protest; she had to
whip up the cream and egg yolk for the crawberry fool. And she had to study the Grimmerie.

At seven, as a half-moon appeared opposite the sunset and the lake went hazy and golden with
midges, she dressed. Miss Murth saw to Glinda’s hair and perked into compliance the bows that ran
from her peplum to the end of her diaphanous train. “The pearl pendants, I think, wil do. A jaunty
little tiara would be putting on airs. This is alfresco, after al. If ’'m in the mood I shal adorn my hair
with a rose or two.”

“The thorns wil scrape your scalp and you’l bleed into the dessert.”
“It could only help. I’m ready to descend. Wil you carry my parasol?”
“You’ve not been paying attention, Mum. We’re not alowed out of the house anymore.”

“No? I'l take 1t up with Traper if the moment arrives. Don’t wait up, Miss Murth. I can see myself to
bed.”

“I’m sure you can.” Miss Murth pursed her lips so hard they looked broken.

The General arrived on time in a suit of ivory sartorials Glinda hadn’t seen before. Crimson braid.



He was as vain as she; he’d checked the colors of the prettibels, or he’d had Zackers check. She felt
eclipsed in her ash satin with the double-backed sparstitch in chrome and salmon.

Zackers had done the job as Puggles had directed. The table was laid correctly enough, and an
occasional table had been arranged to one side for the parking of domed serving dishes and beakers
of wine.

Next to it, eyes trained forward, stood Zackers. He was al in black like a maitre d’ in a midrange
lunchery in Bankers’ Court in Shiz. His pimples matched the roses nicely too.

He puled out the chairs and poured the wine. He offered Lady Glinda a fan, as the humidity had risen
during the day and there was no breeze off the water. She felt more gluey than dewy after her
afternoon imprisoned in the furnace of ovens and hobs. But Cherrystone looked sticky, too, which was
some comfort.

Betraying their convention, she plunged into a discussion of government policy. “Traper. With my
staff ever more circumscribed—we’l get to that—I feel the need of understanding the larger picture.
I’ve been thinking about this campaign of the Emperor to annex Restwater for Loyal Oz. It was being
bruited about even during the Wizard’s time, don’t deny it, and my own ministers used to try to get me
to consider military action. But in the years since I left off being Throne Minister—"

“—and took up cooking. Delicious,” he muttered, through a mouthful of penance. She knew it. The
gum-rubber little cutlets lay drowned in puddles of grainy sauce that tasted, somehow, violent.

“—1I have rather lost the thread of the rationale of this conquest. The western Vinkus isn’t arable due
to the aridity of the plains, I know, and the slope of the Great Kels in the Eastern Vinkus makes
plowing impossible. Quadling Country is a stew of mud and marshgrass. My own dear Gilikin
Country—though forested, lightly hiled, with such a soft climate—features soil more conducive to
manufacturing than to farming. So much iron in it. But three-quarters of the grain we al require
annualy grows in Munchkinland. Why would Loyal Oz want to annex Restwater? Doesn’t it threaten
the agricultural base of the source of Oz’s food supply? What if Munchkinland embargoes its sale of
wheat and other crops? The EC would starve. And the rich farmers of Munchkinland might see their
bank balances dip, but they wouldn’t go hungry. They have what they need. They can hold out.”

“Glinda, you’re the sweetest peach in the fruit bowl, but I don’t believe you understand the aquifers in
Oz and their effect on riparian systems.” Cherrystone took several lettuce leaves with his fingers and
dumped them on the tablecloth. He mounded up one leaf higher than the other. “Look. The Great Kels
of the Vinkus over here, right? And the lower Madeleines over here. Emerald City between them.”
(He put a radish, with its singlefringe dome, in the middle.) “And the three great rivers? Let’s see.”
Several of the longer green beans. “The Vinkus, like so. The Gilikin River. Munchkin River. More or
less. Do you see?”

“Yes, and that little woggle-bug on the radish is the emperor of al it can survey. Traper, I did attend
primary school.” Did his knee touch hers under the table? In the act of leaning forward as if
captivated, she grazed his knee glancingly and then shifted her leg away, just in case. “Go on.”



“The Gilikin River, though long, is shalow. The river water leaches easily into the landscape. Gilikin
is the Oz of which the poet speaks—*‘land of green abandon, land of endless leaf.” The river makes
Gilikin into the kind of pretty picture of Oz that I expect to think of on my deathbed.”

“How absurd. I shal be thinking of my portfolio, and if I’ve adequately kept dividends from grasping
hands. Go on.”

“The Munchkin River is the longest, but the Munchkins have hundreds of years of experience in
irrigation by canal and aqueduct. You’ve seen them?”

“Of course I have. Don’t patronize me. Cross-ditching, they cal it.”

He raised an eyebrow. Score for her. “The point is, Munchkinlanders use their water wisely—
upstream. They bleed it al along its length. So the Munchkin River, like the Gilikin, gives little more
than lip service to Restwater as it debouches therein. And the EC to the north long ago overwhelmed
the United Gilikin Canal Company’s capacity to supply it. Here’s my main point, Glinda. Your lovely
lake caled Restwater is replenished daily by the water that courses down from the snowy peaks and
wintry ice packs of the Great Kels. Every single peak of which looms solidly in Loyal Oz. The
shortest but the healthiest, the fiercest, the wettest of the rivers of Oz 1s the Vinkus. And as 1t runs
between banks of hard fleckstone ten thousand years old, it doesn’t leach into and make fertile the
parched land. Indeed, the flat through which it passes is known as the Disappointments. The land is
poor and affords farmers little more than a sulen, resentful crop of whatever is planted.”

“I always thought the Disappointments was the name of some sort of old-age hostelry.”

He wasn’t amused. “No, the mighty Vinkus River, al that runoff of the Great Kels, pours without
subtraction into Restwater. I’'m sure you’ve circumnavigated this broad lake and seen the Vinkus
tumbling over those rounded stones—the Giant’s Toes, they cal it—delivering Oz’s best water to the
Free State of Munchkinland. Our enemy.” He picked up the Vinkus River and took a chomp. “We
have every reason to claim Restwater. For one thing, the Munchkins don’t use it for their farming. For
another, the water in it is ours. Damn, this is a good meal, Glinda. You’re going to qualify as a chef
before I get your parlor maid to crack the code of the written language, I fear.”

“I meant to ask. How is she doing?”

“She’s a spiky little thing, she 1s. I don’t know how much she has upstairs, frankly. She’s too quiet for
me to guess. But she does attend. Maybe it’s just lack of other diversion.”

“Wel, she used to be alowed to run in the meadows leading up to the Pine Barrens when she was
released from duties. You’ve cut down the range of al of us, Traper.”

“I’'m afraid I’'m going to be cutting it some more.”
“Have another cutlet. How do you like the wine?”

“I’m going to have to move a few men into part of your suite.”



“You’re joking.”
“No. I’m afraid they’re up there shifting furniture as we speak.”

“Traper. Realy. We can’t tolerate this abuse. Wil you have me snuggling in the same bed with Puggles
and Miss Murth?”

“You could release one of them. You may have to.”
“You haven’t tried the mashed bickory root.”

He took a long sip of his wine. “I wish we didn’t have to fuss over this, Glinda. It isn’t to my liking,
you know. The mission has other ambitions that take priority over mine and yours. But I had accepted
the assignment hoping that our paths might cross, and in an agreeable way.”

“You have a wife and children.”
“Grown children,” he said.

As if that made a difference. But then how would she know? “By crowding me into tenement
conditions in my own home, you expect to win my affection? I fear the bickory root is overmashed, by
the way; I’d avoid it. Or oversomething.”

“Oversalted,” he proposed. “Wel, winning hearts comes second. My commission from the Emperor
comes first, and I’'m required to carry out his instructions completely.”

“How is Shel, anyway? And who is he, these days. Do you know, I’ve rarely met him? Elphaba didn’t
mention him much when we were together at Shiz—he’s four or five years her junior, I believe, and
who remembers their families when they go up to colege? As a former Throne Minister I did attend
his instalation, as was only fitting. But Chuffrey had a spoiled spleen or something, and I had to rush
off, so in fact we didn’t speak. Shel hasn’t been one to come seeking advice of former Throne
Ministers. Doesn’t so much as send me a greeting card at Lurlinemas.”

“Oh, he’s a deeply devout unionist. Lurlinism and paganism are as one to him. Do you know there’s
almost no public celebration of Lurlinemas in the Emerald City anymore?”

“Another reason to keep to my country vila. Is the wine too warm?”’
“Ah, 1t’s nice.” He drained his glass. “But yes, it’s a little warm.”
“Would you like some ice in your refil?”

“If you don’t mind.”

She got up. “Zackers, alow me. And if you don’t mind, I have some private business with the General.
If you would repair to the portico, I’l signal when we need you.” Zackers stood his ground. “I don’t
think I can see you from there, Lady Glinda. The rosebushes are too high.”



“I know, aren’t they wonderful? A banner year for roses.”

She raised an eyebrow at Cherrystone, who dismissed Zackers with a flutter of fingers. “And how are
your prettibels faring in this lush warm weather?” the General continued.

Glinda almost replied, My what? but she caught herself. “Goodness, what with entertaining myself
through cookery education, I have hardly a moment to check on them. There are some over there in the
weeds. Aren’t they special.”

“You cook as if by magic,” he said.

“Don’t I wish.” She reached for the wine, a rather smoothly turned-over mountain antimerguese
imported from the Ugubezi. “I picked up al my best recipes through my sisters in séance.”

“You’re joking.”

She smiled over her shoulder. A rol of evening thunder unsettled itself some distance away. She made
slow work of pouring the wine, and her whisper was so low she could hardly hear herself. “Traversa
psammyad, unicular artica articasta,” she muttered.

“What’s that?” he said.

“Reciting ingredients in my head, that’s how I train myself. How do you manage to teach my girl
anything? She’s too silent to rattle off her alphabet.” Traversa psammyad, unicular artica articasta.
She circled her palm over the pale wine in the goblet. Had she ever learned anything from Miss
Grayling back in Shiz?

Cherrystone mused aloud. “I wonder why the girl wants to learn to read. A domestic won’t have any
prospects. Particularly as she has no family. Is that what [ understand?”” She squared her shoulders.
Traversa psammyad...

A little ice forming a coin on the surface of the wine. She swirled faster. The ice packed itself into a
white lump, split in two. Two white lumps a little larger than lumps of sugar.

“Your wine, sir.” She handed it to him as if she were the domestic. She was so proud of herself she
was glowing. Cherrystone misread the expression.

“Either you’ve slipped a love potion in here, or you’ve poisoned it.”

“Neither. And to show you, I’l sip myself. To your health.” Scandalously she took a sip of the newly
chiled wine. Heavenly. She returned him the glass and she lowered her gaze to her plate. The food
was heinous, mushy and parched by turns. But the ice was perfect. She had learned to cook.

At the end of the meal, most of the crawberry fool having been abandonded in its dishes, Cherrystone
escorted her through the rose garden and around the corner of the south porch. There they discovered
Puggles in a broken heap on the gravel. He seemed to be dead.



I9.

But he wasn’t dead. After Zackers and a few others had carried him into the reception room, where
men on cots had leapt up to provide him a bed, Glinda saw that he was stil breathing. “You have a
physician among your men,” she said to Cherrystone. “If not, there’s a doctor in Haventhur who wil
come to Mockbeggar, assuming you promise her safe passage here and back again. Though I hardly
know ifI can rely on your word.”

“I assure you, Lady Glinda, whatever happened wil prove to have been an accident.” In front of his
men he returned to formality in addressing her. But she hardly cared about that now. She put her hand
on Puggles’s forehead as if feeling a servant were part of her routine. She had no idea what to think
about how his forehead felt, though. It felt like a parsnip, which until this week she had never felt,
either.

She refused an escort upstairs and took her leave of Cherrystone without ceremony. The evening had
ended badly—horribly, for poor Puggles—but not without some smal reward. She had used a spel to
draw winter upon the water. A baby step, to be sure. But that wine had been nicely chiled by her
work.

Her step hastened as she realized that if men had been in her private chambers rearranging her
furniture, someone might have removed the books from her shelves. Luckily, soldiers seemed
uninterested in books. The little library had been lifted intact and instaled in her bedroom.

Miss Murth and Rain were huddled together on a settee. Miss Murth’s face had been wet but was now
dry as if permanently. Her grim strength had an aspect of fleckstone about it.

“This 1s a furniture warehouse,” said Glinda. One could get about the room by climbing on top of the
wardrobe, dressers, chairs. A cat would love this room, leap up and never descend again. But there
was hardly enough floor space to do her daily kick-ups to keep her bottom pert. “We can’t live like
this. Murthy, what happened?”

“You weren’t gone half an hour, Lady Glinda, before they beefed their way through the door.
General’s orders, they said. They locked us in this room til they’d cleared out. Puggles tried to stop
them, but they’d have none of it. There were almost a dozen of them, and al young men, showing no
respect for a man of his age. They took him up the stairs to the parapet to get him out of the way. I
don’t know what happened next. They told me he broke away and fel over the balustrade. Dreadful
liars, the lot of them. What wil become of us?”

“You wil have to sleep on the settee. Rain, can you settle down?”

But Rain had become a cat. She had climbed up a chest of drawers and crossed on top of the
escritoire and scrabbled aboard the wardrobe. “I can sleep up here!” she crowed. For her, this was
fun. Wel, Glinda thought, perhaps it felt to her like having a family. Which is less fun than is generaly
acknowledged in the popular press.

“You’l do no such thing. Get down from there. You’l be the next one to bash your skul.”



Murth fussed. “Oh, Mum, is that what happened to Puggles?”

“He’s alive, at least he was when I left him. I don’t know his condition. I think they’re sending for
Dame Doctor Vutters.” Rain said, “Did your supper get al et up?”

“How kind of you to remember.” Under the circumstances, Glinda was touched. “It was as wel
received as I might have hoped for.” Murth set her straight. “She means, is there any left. We didn’t
get a meal, what with the invasion of the furniture snatchers.”

“I’l see to it at once.” The queen of the kitchen now, she salied forth from her room. But in her large
salon she was stopped by four soldiers in dress habilard. They carried rapiers, ceremonial but sharp.

None of them was Zackers.

“Curfew, Lady Glinda,” said one. “Apologies from the General.”
“But I’'m peckish. I’'m off to colect myself a little pick-me-up.”
“We’re here to be of service.”

“Nonsense. What, are you going to remove the night soil as wel? Sing us to sleep if we have a bad
dream? Boys. Out of my way.”

“Orders, Lady Glinda. We’l dispatch to the commissary for what you need. Wil bread and cheese
do?”

“Rye brisks. And milk. I have a child, don’t you know.” And how odd to make that statement. “I have
a lady companion as wel. So a bottle of savorsuckle brandy while you’re at it.” Returning to her
room, she felt defeated. When the door closed behind her, Rain and Miss Murth glanced up with eyes
like sunken puddings. (For the rest of Glinda’s life, would everything look like spoiled food? A sad
commentary.) She had nothing to say. But thunder outside the house, nearer this time, said it for her.
“Let’s open the curtains and raise a window. The air is stuffy in here with the three of us. At least two
of us ought to have bathed more recently, had we known we’d be lodging together.”

She directed Miss Murth to the sash, and in doing so realized that they’d been crowded into a room
with windows that looked only in one direction—east. Glinda had always preferred sleeping in a
room served by the sunrise, but now that she was exiled from other chambers, she had no view of the
front gardens, and none of Restwater except the distances toward Haugaard’s Keep. A flotila sailing
in from the Gilikin River and western Restwater could be approaching the boathouses and she’d
never see them til they passed—or arrived.

“Thunder, but no sign of rain,” said Miss Murth. “The night is cloudless.”
“This 1s what fun 1s like,” said Rain, almost to herself.

“Get 1n your nightdress,” snapped Glinda.



“It’s in my trunk. Up in the attics, where I sleeps.”
“You’l have to borrow something of mine. Miss Murth, find her a camisole. Something.”

After a light supper that was rather like a picnic—they al sat on Glinda’s bed and got crumbs
everywhere—they made their good nights and Miss Murth blew out the candle.

“Miss Murth. Are there evening prayers for a child?”

“Lady Glinda,” said Murthy through the dark, “you never assigned me the task of raising this child.
Give her whatever childhood prayers you remember. My own prayers are private ones.”

“I know, you’re praying for my immediate death, by my own hand, food poisoning myself. Very wel.
Rain, here is what we said in the Pertha Hils, when my mother would tuck me in.” The memory, like
ice forming, was slow to arrive. In the end, Glinda said,

Sweet and sure the lilacs bloom,

And the heather, and the broom.

Every mouse and mole rejoices

When the sparrows raise their voices.

“That’s not a prayer, that’s a nursery rhyme, and you’ve got it al wrong,” snapped Murthy.
“God bless us, every one. Except you,” said Glinda.

20.

The weather remained clear but stifling. Glinda and Miss Murth were alowed to sit in the parlor daily
and play cards in the presence of four armed men. Rain was caled once or twice for her lessons.

“Can you read enough to find out what’s happening?” Glinda whispered before Rain left. “Snoop a
bit?”

Rain roled her eyes and didn’t answer.

On the third night of the intolerable situation, Rain waited until lights were out. Then she interrupted
Glinda’s continuing attempt at devotional doggerel by saying, “The teaching man was caled away
while we was doing our letter writing and no one else was in the room. Somefin was happening so I
creeped to the door and then snucked out. I went round by the barns. No one saw me.”

“Entirely too dangerous. Don’t do that again or I’l slap you. What did you see?”

“That weren’t no thunder we hear at nights. It’s dragons in the dairy barns up the slope.”



Glinda sat straight up in the dark.

“It’s true. They got dragons for them boats I think. I heard Cherrystone yeling at someone for treating
one of ’em beasties wrong. The lad got his foot crushed and they had to cut it off. Dame Doctor
Vutters is living there now, like us. In the shed with the mattocks and grub hoes and stuff. It’s her
surgery.”

“Dragons!” Miss Murth sounded as if she would have wept had she been less desiccated. “Lurline
preserve us!”

“They’re big as houses,” said the girl, “and they glint gold even in the shadows. But they stink and
they spit and strike out like catses.” She pounced a forearm and made the cry of a shrike.

Glinda plumped her pilows up in the dark. “It’s beginning to make sense. Why we’ve been crowded
into a room that faces only east. And why they burned down the fields around here. They don’t want
news of the dragons getting out to the Munchkinlanders.”

“And why Cherrystone was so angry after that puppet show, with the dragon in the lake!” said Murth
excitedly.

“I thought you weren’t watching. You were supposed to be minding the girl.”
“We peeked. So put us in prison.”

“We’re already there.” Glinda bit her lip. “I assume they’re flying dragons—I’ve never seen a
dragon, so I don’t know if there are other varieties. Do they have wings, Rain?”

“Like great sloppy tents. When they stretches *em, they goes to the ceilings of the barns! They disturb
the pigeons, who poop on ’em. Then they eats the pigeons.”

“Perhaps this makes sense of the vessel designs as wel,” added Murth. “Those stumpy masts, and the
odd twin prows. They may not be entirely sailboats, but boats to be puled by dragons in harness. The
dragon may slot between the double-breasted prow.”

“How ingenious.”

Glinda knew she had to get to the Grimmerie again, but she didn’t dare do it with Miss Murth
hovering about. Rain was taciturn to the world, but Miss Murth might gabble if cornered. “Rain,” said
Glinda, “I think we’d better cancel your reading lessons now. The point has been made. You are not
incapable of learning your letters.” Rain’s mouth made an O. “But I’'m nearly reading, real reading!
Cherrystone keeps bringing me old papers and training me up on them, and I’m getting the hang of it.”
It was as if the ice Glinda could form in a glass of wine had begun to cloud the blood in her veins.
“What pages are those?”

“I can’t say. Old magicks, I think, but I can’t get ’em yet.”

So he knew who she was. Pure peril now and no mistake.



“Not another word,” said Glinda, “it’s sleepytime. If you blather any more I shal subject you to more
nursery verses.” The room fel silent, and soon Murth was snoring, and Rain’s breath had silenced to
below the level of hearing. But Glinda did not sleep.

The next day she requested an audience with Cherrystone. He didn’t reply until late in the day, and
said he’d be up to see her at sunset. Through the intermediary, she asked for permission to alow Rain
and Miss Murth to take the air in the herb garden—which she knew was sufficiently hidden from both
barns and lakeside not to alarm the Menaciers—so that she and Cherrystone could have some privacy
in her room. This he alowed, said his emissary.

He arrived on time, looking more worn than before.

“You’ve finaly beaten my resistance,” she told him. “Here I am, General, entertaining you in al but the
very bed in which I sleep.”

“I apologize for the inconvenience.” He had grown more courtly and more distant. “How may I be of
service?”

“I need to know about Puggles.”

He looked confused.

“Po Understar. Puggles. My butler.”

“Oh, yes. Wel, he is hanging on. He’s recovered consciousness, somewhat, but not his language.”
“What does Dame Doctor Vutters say?”

“A broken spine.”

And to think he might have left with the others had she not required a butler.

“General, [ would like to talk with the doctor, and to see the patient.”

“I’ve dismissed the doctor. She’s done al that can be done, she says.”

“Where 1s Puggles?”

“He’s been made a chamber in a closet under one of the staircases.”

Glinda stood and began to walk toward the door. Cherrystone stood and said, “I can’t alow this.”

“Then stop me forcibly. You ought to enjoy that.” She brushed past him, angry, alert, sensitized to her
earlobes and toes. He didn’t touch her.

She swept past the Menaciers in the next room with their rapiers raised. “Gentlemen,” she said.
Behind her, Cherrystone must be signaling that she be alowed to pass.



She hadn’t known there was a cupboard under the west staircase. It reeked of rising damp. Mouse
droppings dotted the unpainted floor. Puggles was swathed in a crude overshirt and his knees were
exposed. He didn’t move to cover them when he saw her. He did see her—she was sure of that, by
the tracking of his eyes—but he couldn’t move his hands. Or he no longer cared about whether he was
exposing his knees to his superior.

“Oh, Puggles,” she whispered. She sat right on his bed and took his fingers in hers. Clammy and
lifeless, but not cold. “Can you tel me anything about what happened? Can you talk?”” He blinked. The
skin at his lower eyelids pouched, shadowy grey.

“I know you were behaving in proper service. I shal see you are tended to as you deserve, to the best
of my ability. I want you to know that.” She swalowed. “Po. Po Understar. Do you understand?”
There was no way of knowing if he did. She sat there, stroking the top of his hand, and then left him.
Her escort returned her to her room. At least she was alone for a moment, for Murth and Rain were
stil enjoying the herb garden. She should have gone to join them, but ten minutes of solitude was bliss
itself.

She took up the Grimmerie and hoped, with the success of her little exercise in ice generation, that it
might relent and alow her access to other pages, other spels, but as usual it kept its own counsel. She
wanted to throw it out the window, but knew better.

After lunch, when Glinda was having a little lie-down with the shades drawn, Rain flapping a
palmetto fan to keep the flies away and provide some breeze, a knock came at the door. One of the
Menaciers handed Miss Murth a letter from Cherrystone to Lady Glinda. “T’l look at it later, Murth,”
said Glinda, and she drifted off into a troubled rest. For a moment, or ten, she was back in Shiz,
darting up some aley of flowering quinces, racing Elphaba to the fountain at the back of the quad.
Elphaba was glowing with the effort—glowing emerald!—and Glinda, in her dream, was almost
absent to herself, caught up in admiring her friend. It happened so seldom, vacating the prison of
one’s limited apprehensions. Even dreams seemed ego-heavy, she thought as she was waking. But oh,
to see Elphaba, even in dreams, is both reward and punishment, for it reminds me of my loss.

“Where’s Murth? I mean Miss Murth?” she asked Rain.
“Dunno.”

Thunder came up—real thunder, not dragon cry—and the long delayed cloudburst pummeled the
house. Rain leaped to help Glinda slam the windows closed. She hoped someone downstairs would
remember to shutter the windows to protect the parquetry, but with Murth caled away and Puggles
incapacitated, the floor would probably be drenched and need refitting in the fal. Damn damn damn.

They played cards. The rain continued.

As long as Miss Murth was taking her time, they checked the Grimmerie. Again Rain could open it
while Glinda could not, but as usual they could turn to no other page than the one that the Grimmerie
seemed inclined to let them see.



By teatime Glinda suffered the throes of a snit gunning to become a rage. “I am expected to do
everything around here?”” she said to Rain.

“I’'m a parrot,” said Rain from the top of the wardrobe. “Tweetle twee.”

When the felow arrived with afternoon tea, Glinda accosted him. “Where 1s Miss Murth? Find her
and tel her to stop galivanting. She can’t be outside; she’s not alowed. Furthermore, it’s bucketing
barrels out there.” She paused. Perhaps Miss Murth was tending to Puggles. Was there a tenderness
between them?

No. Impossible. Not Murth. She wasn’t capable of that fine a feeling, and she wouldn’t inspire it in
anyone else, either.

“Is Miss Murth with Puggles?”” she snapped.
“I’m just doing your tea, Mum,” he said.

“Are you al imbecilic? Is that a requirement of enlisted men? It’s Lady Glinda!” She was losing it,
big time. “Get me Murth!” At sundown, when the rain had finaly passed over and the heat returned as
if the drenching had never happened, Zackers appeared. He had his cap twisted in his hands as if he
was paying a social cal.

“What 1s it, Zackers?”

“You asked about Murth, Mum, and the General doesn’t understand.”
“What are you chattering about?”

“The note that the General sent you just after lunch, Mum.”

“There was a note,” said Rain helpfuly, leaping from wardrobe to the bed like a demented bandit
monkey. The bedclothes flew up. “Isn’t it stil over there, under the what-chit?” A paper folded
beneath the decanter of sherry. Glinda hurried to look.

Lady Glinda,

I regret the further inconvenience. In pursuance of your request to be allowed to name what member in
your service might be released due to mounting pressures upon the household, I would like your
recommendation. [ would suggest the girl, as she must be of less service to you than your lady-in-
waiting. I could use her somehow.

Cordially,
General Traper L. Cherrystone,

Hx. Red., Advanced



“This makes no sense to me. I did not receive it. [ was napping.”
Zackers looked distinctly uncomfortable. “The General acted upon your suggestion.”
“I made no suggestion. I was napping, I tel you.”

He handed her a folded page of her own stationery.

General:

Under the circumstances, I shall release Miss Murth.

Lady Glinda of Mockbeggar Hall

Arduenna of the Uplands,

Dame Chuffrey,

Throne Minister Emerita,

Honorary Chair of Charities,

Patron of Saint Glinda’s in the Shale Shallows, etc., etc.

Murth had brought Glinda’s signature to too fine a facsimile.
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She went to shove past Zackers as she had done past Cherrystone, but he blocked her way. “En’t
alowed, Mum,” he said. “Quarantine.”

“Quarantine? What are you on about?”
“That’s what I’m told. You’re confined to your room. Meals wil be supplied.”
“What’s been done with Miss Murth?”

“I’ve got my orders.” Suddenly his pimples seemed a disguise; he was a man holding on to the scabby
shield of youth to use it to his advantage. “You’d be wise to return to your room, Lady Glinda.” She
fixed as spirited and venomous a look upon him as she could, but even within a moment she softened
it. “Zackers. I don’t want to make trouble for you. Send for your commanding officer and we’l sort
this out.”

“The General has given orders not to be disturbed.”

So she went into the room and closed the door. Rain had been jumping on the bed, and sat down
flump with her legs outstretched. “Where’s Miss Murth gone off to?”



“Never you mind about that.” She went to the window and threw up the sash. Was there any way to
escape? Her own windowsil extended to join a sort of stone rim or lintel, some three inches wide,
that ran around the building, connecting al the windows on this level. She could not hope to get a
purchase on a ledge that narrow.

She looked down. A nine-foot drop onto the flat roof of the balroom below. Even if one could leap or
lower one’s self down under cover of darkness, the balroom was twenty-two feet high, she knew—

she’d had the room redone last year. The balroom stretched out in its own wing, and its windows on
three sides opened onto terraces, so fevered dancers could cool themselves by taking the evening air.
This meant there were no useful trees growing up near the building, no climbing cypress or espaliered
vy to serve as an escape route.

“I were a bird, I could just wing the air down,” said Rain, as if reading her thoughts.
“You won’t move an inch from my side unless I say so. Not one inch. Do you hear me?”

Rain fel asleep almost at once. Perhaps, thought Glinda somewhat guiltily, perhaps she never slept in
anyone’s encircling arms before. They spent the night holding each other.

By morning it was clear that evacuation orders had been given. Breakfast was nothing but tea and
slightly stale bread. If they sat very stil at the open window, they could hear the sound of the ships
being roled to the launching point. How could they have been kitted out so quickly? Glinda supposed
that, under a firm enough manager, three hundred men with time on their hands could achieve quite a
lot.

At noon on this day of lancing summer light, Glinda began to hear the sound of the dragons. Their cry
was at once serrated and tuneful. Glissandi of violoncelo interrupted by the yowls of cats in heat.
Now that Glinda was realy and truly imprisoned, her aggressors clearly felt no more need for
secrecy. The dragon trainers led the fearsome creatures around the east edge of the house, below the
balroom. A military parade of sorts. Six of them. Perhaps one each to haul the four warships, and an
extra dragon at the front and another to the rear, as sentries.

Fearsome? She thought she might never dream of anything else again. Each one of the foul creatures
was ridden by a soldier in leather chaps. Each soldier, equipped with a whip and dirk, looked
terrified.

Each leaned forward, wrapped obscenely around the neck of his mount, whispering to it.
Dragonmasters. She had heard tel of such.

But the creatures themselves. Rain had told only the glamour part of it. Yes, there were scales that
burned in the sun, imbrications of bronze and bruise-purple gold. But a lizardy dankness obtained as
wel, the stench of the bog. Their skuls were shaped less like horses than like some strange elongated
insect. And eyes! She remembered the glowing eyes of the Clock of the Time Dragon. Like genuine
eyes, those had gleamed with life, but these actual dragon eyes looked polished, blank, black, deadly.
They reflected al, they gave nothing away. “Pul back, lest one of them see you,” said Glinda, but Rain



behaved as if she were at the parade of a traveling zoo. Glinda had to hold Rain’s hands to keep her
from clapping.

“Let’s try the book one more time, shal we?” she said when the dragons had passed. Before they
could pul it out, Zackers opened the door without knocking and Cherrystone strode in.

“I’m taking my leave,” he told her. “Zackers wil stay behind to see to your needs. I apologize for the
inconveniences, but you can see why we couldn’t alow you the run of your house and the service of
your aides.”

“Why do you not kil me, and save yourself the trouble of abusing my staff?” she said, putting Rain
behind her and holding her in place with clamped hands. Nonetheless, she felt Rain peering around
her hip.

“Depending on how the matter unfolds, you may yet come in use. Not to me—to your country. Your
liberated staff wil have spread the word that you are detained against your wishes. Al of western
Munchkinland knows that you are locked up here. Should we decide to sue for peace, you are
advantageously placed as a loyal Ozian with strong affections for Munchkinland. A former Throne
Minister with personal ties to the rebel province. Munchkinlanders would accept you as an emissary
of the Emperor. We have arranged it for you to be ready to serve.”

“What have you done with Murth?”

He inched forward. In the heat of the impending battle was he going to kiss her at last? But he had in
mind something more of a sneer. “Why should you care?” he said. “You don’t even know her first
name.” She sputtered and thought of slapping him, but that would be too drawing-room farce. He said,
“I want to take the girl with me.”

“I think the phrase is, over my dead body. And since you intend to keep me alive, you may as wel go
off on your capers. Your days of being a tutor are through, anyway; you’ve got your army to manage.

Though I suppose now they’ve become a navy.”

“I’1 take up the matter when I have completed the mission of the hour. Good afternoon, Lady Glinda.”
“May you freeze in hel.”

He gave the briefest of bows, not so much from the waist as from the chin, and turned to leave.

And the Grimmerie proved as recalcitrant as ever.

They watched the first of the ships rol into view on the water. Glinda had to admit there was
something terrific about the sight. The ships were painted red and gold, from this distance looking
like wooden cousins of the dragons. Their sails puffed out; the wind was strong and apparently from
the right quarter. Behind the stubby masts Glinda and Rain tracked the movement of those stubby
masts against the hils, which helped them mark the acceleration of two, then three ships. The fourth
would be coming along.



From this distance the dragons resembled immense overheated ducks.

There would be no stopping a fleet with six dragons. Haugaard’s Keep was lost. But Rain didn’t need
to be lost. There was stil time.

“Quick,” said Glinda. “How is your head for heights?”
“I’m gooder than a bird in any tree, Mum.”

It was too late to insist on Auntie or anything like that. “Can you balance yourself here without
faling?”

Rain looked out the window at the three-inch ledge. “If there’s no big wind to scrape me down.”

“Blessings on you. There, that’s a prayer, best I can do. I'l give you a legup.” She helped Rain out
the lower sash. Thank Ozma the windows were tal; Rain could almost stand up straight before she’d
scrambled out. She fit her naked feet (stil dirty, Glinda saw) this way and that, a dancer’s pose, until
she was erect and balanced.

“Anyone’s walking in the rose garden’l see up my frock.”

“Never mind about that. Do you think you can safely inch beyond the edge of this window? Not far—
only a bit at a time to see how it feels.”

“Oh, I’'m a spider on a wal. It’s easy florins, this one.”

“Now listen to me, Rain. [ want you to inch—if you feel you can—until you’re about halfway
between this window and the next one. No farther. Have you anything on which to cling?”

“My fingernails.”
“That’l have to do.”
“What does I do when I gets there?”

“Just wait for further instructions. I am going to scream a little bit, but I don’t want you to be startled.
I am only acting.”

“Acting?”

“Like the puppets in that play. I’m not realy screaming. It’s like—it’s like singing.”
“I didn’t know you sung, Mum. Songs, like?”

“Oh, I have lots of little talents. Cooking is the least of them.”

“That’s what I heard.”



“Don’t be snarky. Are you ready? You won’t be startled and lose your grip?”
“Spiders don’t fal off the wal when they hear a singer.”

“I may have to double the octave to get some attention.”

“I’m watching the fleet. Sing away.”

“Here I go.” Please, Lurlina, please. Or the Unnamed God. Anyone who might be paying attention.
Elphaba.

She reeled her voice out. It wasn’t very convincing. “That was 1t?” caled Rain.
“That was my warm-up. Here comes the real thing,”

She was gratified that when she let loose, two of the dragons turned their heads. But she couldn’t
watch them. Zackers was unlocking the door. “Glory and gumption, Lady Glinda? Are you al right?”
She wheezed, holding her side. “The girl! She’s trying to escape! Out the window! Oh, Cherrystone
wil have my head!

“Also yours,” she added, in a more normal voice, as Zackers rushed to the open window.

“Holy Saint Florix,” said Zackers. “Get in here, girl, before I whup you. You’l break every little
riblet in your skinny little frame. Take my hand.”

“Oh, oh,” screamed Glinda, beginning to enjoy the role.
“Don’t worry, Mum; I’ve almost got her. She’s quite the little scorpion, en’t she?”

Glinda walked backward, screeching, the way she’d seen opera singers do onstage—only of course
their sound was musical, while she was working to deliver something convincingly atonal. In
midscreech, she stopped dead. Zackers, his head and torso leaning out the window, turned at the

sudden silence. She lifted her skirts and rushed him like a bul, kicked his damn boots off her good
carpet, and tumbled him out the window. For Puggles, she thought.

“Nicely managed, Rain,” she said. “You can come in now.”
“I like 1t out here,” said Rain.

“You heard me.” She didn’t want to look down. She had appreciated Zackers, for a few days anyway,
and she hoped he wasn’t dead. But he was moaning and cursing. It was only nine feet after al.

But too high to climb up, even if his ankle wasn’t broken, which it looked to be, the way his foot was
improperly hinged. And he could never leap to the ground.

“How clumsy of me,” she caled down to the roof. “I must take a refresher course in deportment to
restore my glide.” Zackers’s reply wasn’t suitable for Rain’s hearing, and Glinda hustled her away.



But not before picking up the Grimmerie.

The house was empty of soldiers, as far as she could tel; they had al evacuated onto the ships except,
she supposed, a skeleton crew holding Mockbeggar hostage. Knowing an unencumbered view would
be essential, she hurried Rain up the dusty steps to the parapet. Ah!—free from this summer bondage
for a few moments at least.

“You need to help me with this one, Rain,” she told the girl.
“I'mready, Mum.”

Glinda taught her the words. They stood facing the fleet— The Vinkus, the Quadling Country, the
Gillikin, the Munchkinland—its four powerhouse dragons yoked between prows, as Murth—Murth!

had 1imagined, and the two extra dragons paddling along in the rear like a pair of proud snarling
parents.

“Traversa psammyad, unicular artica articasta,” said Glinda. “That’s the start of it. Can you
memorize this quickly? We have so little time.” Rain nodded. Her eyes were like iron, hard and true.

They held hands and leaned across the parapet. The wind was blowing from behind them; maybe it
would carry their words far enough. “Traversa psammyad, unicular artica articasta,” they chanted in
unison.

Glinda taught her the rest, line by line. Rain drank it in like fizzy wine and remembered it faultlessly.

“A wand would help, but I haven’t had a wand in years,” said Glinda. “Wands go wandering. We’l
have to do without.” She stretched out her left arm, Rain her right. They delivered the spel to bring
winter upon the water.

It was unclear whether it was working at first, for the strong wind continued to blow, the sails to
bilow and flap, audible even at this distance. Glinda held her breath and trained her gaze on the
foothils of the Great Kels. It seemed as if the masts were making slower progress against them.
Slower, slower stil. Then the masts shivered and creaked, and one of them split because the soldiers-
turned-sailors didn’t yet know their progress had stopped, that the sails had needed to be brought
about or cut.

The four boats and the six dragons were pinned in an island of ice that had come up from the water
below and congealed around webbed feet and submerged huls. The dragons were enraged and
crashing their wings. Shrieking.

“They sound like you, Mum,” said Rain.

“We haven’t time to watch them drown, or burn their way loose, or turn around to catch us. We’re
cooked any way you look at it. Let’s go.” 22.



Safe enough to set one of the barns on fire, one that stood away from the house. And anyway, it had
been more or less eviscerated; she saw that the soldiers had appropriated a good many of the posts
and beams from the hayloft. A security measure, bringing the structure down, she could say. The
clouds of black smoke would alarm residents of Haventhur and Bigelow and the rest, and ready them
for whatever punishment Cherrystone and the forces of the Emerald City might stil manage to loose
against them.

Glinda had never saddled up a carriage, but Rain had spent her childhood in the barns. While the girl
wasn’t big enough to handle the tackle, she knew what was needed, and she could demonstrate how it
hooked and snaggled together. In the time it would have taken them to walk to Zimmerstorm on their
hands and knees, Glinda had readied the lightest of carriages. So they set out along the coast road,
heading west—away from the wreckage on the water.

As it happened, they didn’t need to go very far. Four miles out—away from the burning barn, the
ships frozen in the summer lake, the panicked and furious dragons, and General Cherrystone—waited
the Lion and that high-strung veiled woman with the pretty white hair. She was pacing and he was
loling, but when the Lion saw the carriage he drew himself to his hind legs and smoothed his mane.

“How did you know I would come here?”” asked Glinda.

“You forget for whom we work,” said the woman. “The Clock tels us things that may happen. Not
what should happen, mind, or what wil happen. But what might.”

“Anything might happen,” said Glinda.
“The secret of why prophecy is so popular,” agreed the woman. “Good for business.”

“I brought you back the book,” said Glinda. “It’s too fussy for me to have. I thought so the first time I
had 1t, and I think so again.” The Lion said, “We’l take it. You’re safer without it now, in case there
are reprisals. But from the hil where the Clock 1s hidden—we have a good view of the lake. We saw
what you were able to do with the Grimmerie. You used it wel.” He grinned at her. “Nice piece of
work, sister.”

Glinda remembered the play. “Have the sailing Menaciers al drowned?”

“It’s not over yet,” said the woman. “But they saw the Clock’s performance, and the fear of their own
drowning wil undo them usefuly. You’ve pinched exactly the right nerve. The alarm has been given,
and the dragons have been slowed or made 11.”

“A dragon with a head cold. Nasty thought.”

“You never knew a dragon to live in an icy realm, did you? Cold is perishing pain to them, one hears
tel.”

Glinda took the Grimmerie from where it had lain like an old farmer’s manual on the floor of the
carriage. It had shed its disguise while they clattered on the road, and it looked like itself. Perhaps a
bit more tattered. Could a book that old continue to age?



“You’ve done a great service,” said the Lion, taking it from her. “Some wouldn’t have thought you
capable.”

“Wel, I learned to cook. At my age,” she told him. “What’s next? Arts therapy? Anyway, I’ve had
quite a time of it this summer, and who knows what eases on down any road. Come, Rain. A quick
goodbye, and off you go.”

“Good-bye,” said Rain to the Lion, and then to the woman.
“Not to them,” said Glinda. “To me.”
She turned eyes that were saucerly upon Glinda. “Mum?”

“He was too interested in you,” she said in as bland a voice as she could manage. “It’s become too
dangerous. You are better off with them.”

“We don’t have those instructions from Mr. Boss,” said the Lion. He growled low in the back of his
throat.

“Mr. Boss is not the only one who gives instructions,” she told him. “I am a Throne Minister Emerita.
As I remember it, Sir Brrr, I am the one who conferred a Namory upon you. Many years ago.”

“Oh, yes,” he said, pussying about with his lapel. “Very nice and al that, but Lady Glinda.”

“I gets to go with the Lion?”” Rain was unskiled at the control of elation. It cut Glinda like onion juice
in a fingertip newly slit with a paring knife. Or worse.

“You do,” said Glinda. “Off with you then.”

Rain clambered down and ran to the Lion. He backed away with his paws out. The veiled woman

with him just laughed. “You’ve faced worse, Brrr. Come. Let’s see what the dwarf has to say about
this.”

“You do know who she is—her name is Rain—" said Glinda, but her voice was failing her, and she
didn’t know if they heard. They were moving away, turning, cutting up through the scrappy barrens of
pine.

Just when it was too much, when Glinda thought she might sob, Rain suddenly twisted about. “But
en’t you coming?” she caled.

“Can’t possibly.”

“Why not?”” The girl sounded petulant, as if suddenly she decided the whole world ought to go her
way, al the time.

“Zackers 1s stuck on the roof. I have to fling some sandwiches down at him so he won’t starve. And



there’s Puggles. He can’t move, Rain. Now that I know how to make soup, I have to make some soup
and spoon it into his mouth until I can find somebody to care for him, to make him better if it can
happen.”

“And there’s Murth,” said the girl ruminatively.

Glinda didn’t believe there was Murth any longer. “You take care of one another. Come and see me
sometime 1f you are passing through.” Rain had already turned back around and was chattering to the
Lion. The woman lifted the girl up on the Lion’s back—he was down on al fours again—and Rain
squealed with glee. She grabbed his mane by two fistfuls and her little naked feet came up as her
knees went down. Her head went back in joy. Blinding joy. She looked like a girl in the best of times.
She looked like a girl broken out of the prison egg.

But she didn’t look back.

JII B

The Patchwork Conscience of Oz
1.

The Lion backed up as the dwarf turned a red no beet would ever manage. “I sent you to colect a
library book, and you come back with a child?”” Uh-oh, thought Brrr. Bad move. He arched his



backbone—a bit of aley cat attitude that no one could be fooled by, but it made him feel better. He
hadn’t seen the dwarf this seriously off his nut before.

To Ilianora, the dwarf added, “Look, Little Nanny Ninnykins, I always thought you were simple, but |
see | was wrong. You’re demented. Take her back where you got her.” To Brrr’s surprise, Ilianora
gave Mr. Boss no quarter. “You’re interested in the future,” she said to him. “Any child is a head start
on the future, no matter who they are.”

“So we should maybe kidnap a whole orphanage? Listen, [ won’t stand for this. Send her packing.”

“Don’t get your little knickers in a twist,” the Lion said mildly. “We can take care of her. Principles
of child governance—how hard could it be?”

“You couldn’t govern a coffee grinder. You’re too big a sissy to run a nursery school.”

“On the contrary. Cowardice is a virtue when it comes to protecting the young and frail. If I can be as
scared as a child is of, oh, bumblebees or something, I can better remember to keep us both safely
away from them.”

“I en’t scared of no bumblebees,” inserted Rain.

The dwarf ignored her, and snapped at the Lion, “You sure put the pussy in pussycat. You couldn’t
even stand up to Lady Glinda when she foisted this hoyden on you.” Wel, there is truth in that, thought
Brrr.

Ilianora said to the child, “When did you last have something to eat?”
“I am hungerful,” admitted the girl. “Lady Glinda en’t al that good a cook.”

Brrr let the child slip off his back. The dwarf fumed and spat but the Lion stood his ground. “We’ve
got bigger problems than kindercare,” he said. “Have you forgotten that the fleet that the Clock
showed us has been attacked? Someone wil be wondering who did it, and putting it al together.”

“It gots stuck in the middle of the water,” said Rain.

Ilianora, rooting about in a satchel, located some shreds of ham and bread. A pot of mustard and a
spoon. The dwarf took the Grimmerie off into the underbrush of the pine barren, probably to return it
to the Clock. In a clearing upslope, the assistants pitched quoits, ponying about and paying no mind.

“Why should he be so aggravated about a kid tagging along?” Brrr asked his wife. “He’s already
saddled with us. What’s one more, and a little one at that?”

“Let me first see to some supper for the child, Brrr.”

When she had finished her meal, Rain looked about her with brightening interest. “Here’s where you
live?” she asked.



“Until Mr. Boss gives us the word to press on.” Ilianora removed her veil and shook it out. Her white
braid was coiled upon her head in a henge of black pins.

The Lion said, “I do hope we’l get going soon. There’l be a marksman or even a posse on our trail by
dawn, I bet. Anyway, this place gives me gooseflesh.” He had never liked the forest, any forest. That
sense of lostness. How a horizon so quickly gets knotted up in the fractal digression of branches.
Though this stand of junk trees was thinner than some.

Sotto voce, Brrr to his al-too-human wife: “I don’t want to be the only timid one at the table, but
don’t you agree we should light out before that General sends hit men to find the Grimmerie? And to
mow us down while they’re at it? We could move faster on our own, you and me. With the girl, of
course. Since her welcome to our own little tribe has been, shal we say, a little thin.” Ilianora bit her
upper lip, considering. “I’ve felt we should al keep together, but now that we’ve obeyed the Clock,
delivering the Grimmerie to Lady Glinda and colecting it from her again, you might be right.

Though where would we go?”
“You need to find your brother.”

“I don’t need to do that.” She lived and breathed, Brrr knew, with a high tolerance for detachment—
like a lake jelyfish floating in a glass casket, oblivious of japing crowds.

He’d been with her for six months now. In that time she’d learned—or remembered—how to laugh.
Gulpily. Bitten-off retorts, like poorly suppressed hiccups. She’d seemed to grow younger through the
winter. He didn’t want to see her lose any ground. “Shall we skive off?” asked the Lion again, in a
lower voice.

She shrugged. She’d know what was to come next when she knew it, thought Brrr. And though no
magistrate had recorded their union—any cross-species romance revolted Mice and Munchkinlanders

alike—he and Ilianora enjoyed a marriage just the same, and he’d stick by her side either in or out of
the shadow of the Clock.

The dwarf was waddling back. Not for nothing was he caled Mr. Boss. “You lot of layabouts, this is
no picnic. We’ve got problems to see to. Up, up, off your furry rump, Sir Brrr. Miss Fiddlefuck of the
Fairies. Hey, you noisy boysters, shape up—we’re hotfooting it back to the lookout bluff, where we
can see down the lake, and catch the news on the wind.” Brrr raised his eyebrows to the child, and
she understood; she galoped toward him and sprang onto the Lion’s back. “Don’t get used to me,” he
found himself saying over his shoulder. “I’'m no one’s defender. I’'m not reliable.” Her finger dug into
the rols of skin at the nape of his neck and she nuzzled her face in his mane. This made her cough. He
wished he’d given himself a shampoo more recently, but conveniences were in short supply in the
Pine Barrens. Another reason to detest the place.

They’d stashed the Clock at the dead end of an old logging road; above this, the hils mounded to a
lookout. Brrr didn’t wait for Ilianora, the dwarf, his boys. He vaulted ahead, passing the Clock,
breasting the hil.



The sun was just beginning to set. The stripe of glare down the lake, too bright to see at first, pinned
the flotila within it. Then the Lion’s sight steadied, and Rain’s must have too. The girl murmured,
“Holy Ozma.”

They saw four ships and six impossible dragons encased in a floating belt of ice, a flat island of
white. Ice had run up the ratlines and shrouds and stiffened the sails into glass. Men had shucked their
uniforms in the summer heat and jumped onto the floe. In little but braies and singlets they were
hacking with axes. Here and there campfires had been set, as if to puncture the ice with melt-holes.
The dragons belowed!

—you could hear it even at this distance. One or two had worked a wing loose. The military were
staying clear of the twisting, snakelike heads, which snarled and snapped in rage at everything and
nothing.

“They din’t do nothin’,” said Rain. “T’ent their fault, them beasties.”
“Fel in with the wrong crowd,” said Brrr, “and they’l pay. Mind who you choose for friends, Rain.”
“Friends,” snorted the girl, skeptical of the concept, maybe.

Out from Sedney and Bigelow to the south, from Haventhur and Zimmerstorm to the north, Munchkin
boats were emerging. Shabby little barks such as had been snugged into port or tucked under screens
of pine branches proved trim and ready for this opportunity for sabotage. Twelve, fifteen, twenty
vessels. Compared to the mighty ships Cherrystone’s men had built, these were laughable toyfloats.
Powered by forearm and sail and cheery, puffing steampipes. Here came a bark shaped like a gilded
swan—that must be from one of the ancestral piles farther up the lake.

“High holy hysteria,” said Mr. Boss, arriving with the others in time to see the Munchkinlanders take
revenge for the burning of their crops.

The dragons were making so much noise, down below, that the soldiers seemed slow to comprehend
the net of lake midges drawing around them.

“Brrr, turn around, take the girl away from this,” said Ilianora suddenly.

“This 1s the world in which she has been born,” barked the dwarf. “Better to know early. Take a good
look, girlie.” llianora came up beside Brrr and reached for one of Rain’s hands; Rain shrugged her
away. She didn’t take her eyes off the lake.

“The local riffraff is ready with muskets of some sort,” said Brrr, as punches of thready smoke also
bloomed out around the raggle-taggle peasant fleet. It wasn’t long before columns of cloud smeared
the air from the gunnels of The Vinkus, the Munchkinland, the Gillikin, the Quadling Country. A
hearty response from professional artilery.

Perhaps the kickback of Cherrystone’s cannon began to shatter the ice. The rocking worked some play
into the frozen girdle, and the navy Menaciers seemed encouraged. But soon it became clear that the
Munchkinlanders were united in a simple strategy. Spare the ships; attack the creatures. The



slaughter of one dragon, then a second and third simultaneously, made al the onlookers, even Mr.
Boss, catch his breath. The great dragon-heads fel to one side, old sunflowers listing, The dragon-
wings burst into thin flame, translucent first, then oranged, rouged; they fel to ash within minutes.

“Ow,” said Brrr. “You’re hurting me, Rain.”

The fourth dragon died. The fifth broke loose in the commotion, at last, and rose above the fray so
high that the company on the bluff drew back, ready to scatter should its eye fal upon them. But it dove
upon one of Cherrystone’s ships to snap the stubbed mast. Then it whirled about and attacked the gilt-
tipped swan boat. It caught the sily hooped neck of the prow and rose in the air with it, dashing it
upon one of the frozen ships. Brrr couldn’t see if the swan’s navigator or skipper had dived to safety.

The liberated dragon dropped from the air again. At first they thought it was attacking another ship,
but the dragon was heaving in a death throe. In the muck of ice floes and floundering vessels, it
overfreighted one of Cherrystone’s vessels to the starboard side, and the ship upended with a sound
of suction and shattering, stove through.

The sixth and final dragon managed to rip free, now that the spel was losing its grip. Into the sky it
racked its way. Taking no notice of floating armies or vengeful ambushers, it staggered in the sunset

light.

Crazed perhaps. It turned to the south, heaving over Bigelow and the foothils of the Great Kels.
Heading for the Disappointments, maybe, or the murk of the badlands. None of its band would folow
it into Quadling Country. It had no living mates left.

2.

After soaking a puck of congealed tadmuck and mashing it up, the company of the Clock of the Time
Dragon disported itself about a smal fire of coals to cook their penance and eat it. They were silent at
first.

The smoke kept the jiggering mosquitoes off, but the light drew the moths. Cross-legged on the
ground, Rain cupped her chin in her hands. Her eyes folowed the mauve wings. As if she’d never
seen moths before, Brrr thought. Or perhaps she was contemplating the kinship possibilities between
moth and dragon.

“Not to ruin anyone’s digestion,” said Brrr at last, “but we’re probably marked enemies of the
administration lording it up in the Emerald City. Ilianora and I were talking and—wel, don’t you think
we should scram while we can?”

“I don’t work by committee, never did,” snapped Mr. Boss. “I want your sympathy, you faggoty cat,
I’1 ask for it. You can go foul your knickers for al I care.”

“What’s the matter? Some mountain goat nibble at your testicles?”

Ilianora shot Brrr a look and indicated the child. But Rain continued oblivious to anything but the



flutter of moth and flame, and Brrr kept at the dwarf. “What is it? You don’t like anyone else making a
decision? Such as our taking on the girl when Lady Glinda suggested it?”

Mr. Boss had been kind to Ilianora for the past year. She had always before been able to cozen the
dwarf from his tempers. Now, when she sat down near him and put a hand on his knee, he swatted it
away. “You want somebody more functional than Sissyboy Lion, help yourself to one of the lads. I'm
not interested in you.” Behind the dwarf’s back, Brrr mouthed singsongingly to his wife, You 're i-in
trou-ble.

“We’l only keep the girl til we can find somewhere safe for her to stay,” she said to the dwarf. “We
more or less promised Lady Glinda. In exchange for releasing the book back to us.” Mr. Boss flicked
a piece of ratty bark into the fire, taking out one of the moths. Rain gasped, quietly.

“We got your precious book,” said Brrr, trying not to sound panicky. “The girl is a bonus. What’re we
waiting around for?”

“I don’t know. How the hel should I know?” Mr. Boss’s tone was darker than usual.
“Ask the Clock?” suggested Ilianora, as if that thought might not have occurred to him.
“Ican’t.”

Brrr had only been with the company of the Clock for the past six months. Stil, he’d heard that the
Clock decided for itself when it needed a rest. When this happened, the company would sometimes
disband for a while. Maybe it was time. The Lion asked, “What, is the thing on strike again? Holding
out on us?”

Mr. Boss shifted this way and that without answering. Off to one side, to the plinks from a silver
guitar and a set of jingle-tongs, the bawd came through clearly. The seven lads were improvising
more lewd verses to their nightly lay of the endless lay. Some evenings the boys sang of themselves
taking their pleasures in a whorehouse, sometimes in a female seminary, sometimes in front of an
audience of kings and bishops. The boys were equaly godlike in endurance and readiness, the girls
indistinguishably gorgeous except for variations in hair color. Hardly lulabye material, but soon
enough Rain slumped in the Lion’s forearms and noodled herself toward sleep.

“Now,” said the Lion, “I don’t mean to rush you, but assassins are no doubt starting out to find us, the
Clock, and the book. They’l have put it al together, given we showed them an excerpt of what to
expect. Do you want to tel us what’s going on?”

Mr. Boss sighed, and a single golden tear slid out of his eye and lost itself in his bottlebrush
mustache. Brrr didn’t trust the tear of a dwarf any more than he trusted the Unnamed God to appear in
the clearing and settle the universal contest of good versus evil. Or even good versus bad taste.

Ilianora extended their chieftain the benefit of the doubt. “What’s upset you? It surely can’t be the
child?”

The dwarf sunk his chin farther into his chest, as if he’d rather speak to his lap. “I hoped getting the



book back from Lady Glinda would refresh the Clock’s executive function, but I don’t believe it has
done so0.”

Ilianora and Brrr exchanged glances, and waited.

“You always see the entertainment message of the Clock,” explained Mr. Boss. “That’s al anyone
ever sees. The audience side with the stages, the apertures and balconies and suchlike. But there’s a
difference between public demonstration and private revelation. Around the corner? Not the side with
the storage cabinets, but the back end of the cart? Where the placard says HE DREAMS YOU UP
AND

SWALLOWS YOU DOWN? That advertisement hides from everyone’s view a private stage you
never saw because | never mentioned it. To anyone. When I’m alone I go sneak a look there. I watch
for direction every few days. Even if the Clock prefers to show no opinion about what might happen,
always before this i1t has quivered with secrecy. It’s been like a child trying to keep perfectly stil.
Can’t be done. No one can play dead dead enough, not even a Clock. Until now. It gave me one more
tirade while you were gone, today. Then—it died. It’s mastered the art of being dead. Or comatose.”

“What did the Clock say?” asked Ilianora.

“It said keep away from any grubby underage girlykins who have no business mucking with history.”
He tossed his brow toward Rain but couldn’t bring himself to look at her. “And then it colapsed.” The
lads were settling down into their usual mound. They always slept apart from management. Rain was
lost into a dream of her own.

“Perhaps the Clock needs the Grimmerie to function properly?” suggested Brrr. “Like a kind of yeast,
or a key? Maybe now that we have it back...?”

“More often than not, the book has been clear of the Clock, and stil the Clock told me whatever it
needed me to know. The Clock and the book are separate systems, though sharing a cousinly interest
in influence.”

“Then maybe the Clock doesn ’t like having the Grimmerie back,” said Brrr. “Maybe you should hot-
potato it back to Lady Glinda’s lap.” He wouldn’t relish being delegated for that mission, not in the
current climate.

“Right. And maybe the stars are realy the toenail cuttings of the Unnamed God. Don’t talk about that
which you don’t bloody get, Sir Pussykit.” So even history can get tired too, thought Brrr. How many
futures has the Clock told in its time? It’s been humping around Oz for what, thirty, forty, fifty years
now? And the dwarf slaving in attendance to it except during the periods when the Clock was hidden
in some crevice of Oz, and the dwarf could go out and live something of a life? “Wel, if you can’t
start it up with a hand crank, maybe it wants to be dead,” said Brrr. “Ever think of that?”

The dwarf only groaned. “The Clock isn’t just a font of prophecy. It’s—a kind of conscience, I think.”

“It won’t be the first conscience ever nodded off. I’'m joining it. Good night.”



But the Lion’s rest was pestered by the cals of hootch-owls and the slither of pelican beetles under
dried pine needles. He was worried that the dwarf seemed immobilized by the Clock’s paralysis. He
was worried they shouldn’t be sleeping here, but should be on the road already, getting away. He
could hear marksmen in every scrape and shudder of forest.

Always some itch that worrying couldn’t scratch. Brrr slipped sideways in and out of the kind of
sleep that masquerades neatly as the actual moment—is he a Lion aware of being almost asleep in a
summery pine forest, or is he dreaming of that same reality?

Apparitions of his past detached from the fretwork of chronology and drifted into consciousness, out
again. The Lion swam in that underwater wonderland where action and consequence lose their grip
on each other.

Look who’s here on conscience’s catwalk: striking poses between wakefulness and dream.

The nobleman who’d thought up for the Lion an agent’s assignment. The man who had smeled of
licorice and tobacco. Avaric, Margreave of Tenmeadows. His thin pumpkin-colored mustache and
goatee, that bearing few Animals could imitate. Damn the confidence of the titled!

Avaric gave way to Jemmsy, the first human Brrr could remember meeting—a humble soldier of the
Wizard of Oz. The Lion’s first friend, so his first betrayal. What made Brrr think he could care for a
little girl, even for a while? Doing damage—that was the Lion’s métier.

Jemmsy flew apart into ashes. In the Lion’s hypnogogic paralysis, Jemmsy resembled the swarm of
Ozmists, said to be fragments of ghost who haunted the Great Gilikin Forest. What had they asked?
“Tel us 1f the Wizard is stil ruling Oz.” And Cubbins, the boy-sherift of the Northern Bears, had asked
them a return question: “Tel us if Ozma is alive.” Why didn’t hooded phantasms in their sepulchral
moan ever ask, “Tel us if salted butter 1s better than unsalted in a recipe for a Shiz mincemeat pasty?”’
Prophetic questions and answers only cared about rules—powers, thrones, pushiness.

Cubbins faded away into a pattern of sedges and paisleys. Brrr was nearly asleep, and then a thought
of the ancient oracle known as Yackle intruded upon the artsiness of the mind yielding to dream.

She was so robust in his thoughts that he sat bolt upright. That cunning fiend! In his mind she was
more demanding than ever. “Take care of the girl,” she’d hectored him not six months ago. “I need
you to stand for her, if she needs standing for.” She’d been talking about the child of Lir and Candle.
None other than Elphaba’s granddaughter. But was this girl who showed up—Rain—the right one?
The Clock seemed leery of her, according to the dwarf. And Brrr couldn’t be sure. He lay down
again. Behind his closed eyelids, as the girl stretched and rubbed against his spine and roled over, he
tried to imagine her as green, though in daylight she seemed the same filmy milkweed color of so
many Munchkinlanders and Gilikinese.

Clocks are color-blind, thought Brrr. Let the Clock recover its spring and go back to being the
conscience of Oz. It can sort out Rain’s reality. ’'mtoo tired.

Al his previous disasters danced attendance upon him now, a big lousy finish. That nightly



inquisition, as character relievedly dissolves into oblivion: Who are you really? The Lion had a wife
with whom he didn’t sleep, not only for the problem of incompatible proportions but because Ilianora
was stitched into a finalizing virginity. The Lion had fixated on many humans and Animals alike, and
loved only one, Muhlama H’aekeem, an Ivory Tiger. That had gone nowhere in a hurry. Had he sired
litters? No. His part in the Matter of Dorothy and the death of the Wicked Witch of the West was
puzzling to al, himself included—was he an enemy of the state? Or a hero of the nation? Or just an
empty space in the world wearing an acceptably impressive mane—that was how he accounted for
himself, up and down and be done with it.

So maybe he wasn’t capable, he concluded, of fulfiling Yackle’s request of him. “Take care of the
girl.” Why should he? Elphaba had done him no favors, unless you believed those who said he’d been
a Lion cub in Shiz, and she and her friends had rescued him from some unsavory experiment in a lab.
No way to prove it, of course.

But here was Rain, in her sleep, rudely scratching herself between her buttocks. The Lion could feel
the girl’s spindly arm. His spine and hers, back to back.

But why wasn’t he capable? Come on. Lady Glinda had looked after Rain without drawing attention
to the matter. And face it, Lady Glinda was hardly Old Mother Glee from the operettas. If Glinda
could manage, couldn’t Brrr? With Ilianora’s help? With or without the dwarf’s help, the Clock’s
advice?

But the Clock had gone somnolent, Brrr remembered. A conscience in a coma.
But but but. The endless clockwork spin of self-doubt.

He had come to no conclusion in his roundabout reflections. Sleep rescued him temporarily from the
obligation to fret about it any longer.

3.

The new others were stil asleep. Rain picked her way around them: the white-haired woman with the
hard-soft face, the goldeny Lion, the little mean man. Also the seven acolytes of the Clock, who were
tickling one another in their sleep, she thought.

She didn’t miss Glinda. She didn’t miss Puggles. She half expected Miss Murth to be lurking under
the pines with a face flannel at the ready, but when Murthy didn’t show up Rain pushed on. She was
intent on climbing back up to the lookout to see what could stil be seen of the dragons in the water.

Her mind for a path was clever enough. The light rowed like slanted oars along the way, showing her
how to go. It felt good to be out in the world. Not dangerous at al, no matter what Miss Murth had
kept saying, especialy lately.

Ah, the lake. At this hour its surface steamed black-silver. Green glowed on the hils. Green painted
the southern coves like a skin of algae. She noticed smoke above Zimmerstorm, though she was too
young to wonder if it signified the remains of a town burned in reprisal. She couldn’t see the mansard



roofs of Mockbeggar Hal, and she didn’t think to look for them.

The dragons were gone. The ice was gone. The ruins of one ship drifted like a broken island. Two of
the ships were yoked and listing, The fourth ship was gone, maybe sunk entirely, or paddled to port
somewhere out of sight.

She was sorry for the ships but sorrier for the dragons. She bet no one had asked them if they was
interested in swimming boats around. She had helped to ice them in—somehow she knew that. She
didn’t know the word ashamed, or even the notion, but she felt punky and wished it hadn’t happened.
Lady Glinda was in trouble and there weren’t no other way; but stil.

The bits of timber on water looked like broken letters.

This reminded her of the word man. Cherrystone. Once he had found a book with big letters—whether
it was for children or for blindish adults she didn’t know—and he had sat it on his knee facing her.
She hunched on the floor. He’d taken out his littlish silvery dagger and had used it as a pointer.
What’s that? The £. What’s that? The /? No, the other one. The L. Right? Right. And this? The, um,
the one like an E.

The F! E-L-F? Can you spel it so far?
She could, but for some reason she’d shaken her head. She hadn’t wanted this to go too fast.

Now she saw a big stick and went to pick it up so she could scrape letters into the pine needles. How
to spel sorry? The stick wiggled off and she chased it. She knew it had become a snake, but maybe it
would hold stil and be a stick for her. Maybe it could spel better than she could. “Wait.”

It hustled away, but slower, she thought; it was considering her plea. Then it paused and turned its
needle head. It was alover green except where it wanted to be brown. Its eye—she could only see one

was a tight shiny opaque black lentil.

She said, “Did you wriggle up from the water this morning? Do you know what happened down
there? Is those dragons friends of yours? Is any of them okay?” The snake lowered its head, perhaps
in mourning.

“One of em flied away. Did you see that part?”
The snake didn’t move, but Rain thought it maybe looked a little interested.
“Oh, it did. I en’t got any notion where it flied itself off to. Out beyond the shores over that way.”

The snake seemed to be trying to turn a different color, to blend in with the bit of lichen on one side
and a scrap of stone on the other, but it was slow work. She squatted down to watch it go. “Whoa-ey.
I din’t know snakes could shift to green and back agin.”



The creature’s lidless eyes were baleful and patient. “A lot could go green if they tried harder,” it
said. “Keep it in mind.” Rain reared back, never having met a talking Snake before, nor heard of one
even.

She thought they were only storylike. The Snake finished its conversion to camouflage, and she
couldn’t see it anymore.

She missed the Snake but she appreciated the advice. “Right-0,” she said to where it had been. “Oh
and—sorry.”

4.

Rain told them about the ships al ruined, and the dragons, dead or fled. The companions looked at Mr.
Boss. He just shrugged.

“Assuming most of the soldiers survived and regrouped on shore, Cherrystone’s first order of
business wil be to find us,” said Brrr. Patient as a marmoreal Lion. Though he was finding it hard not
to scream. “The Clock predicted a watery rout, remember? And Cherrystone might guess we had a
mighty charm for making it come true. We realy can’t hang around waiting for the Clock to stamp our
hal slip.”

“Hey, the Lion’s right. We’ve been romping back and forth across hostile ground for the better part of
a year now.” This from a boy with a chestnut mop. Brrr had never heard him speak before. “With that
watery zoo in flames last night, we’re going to be everyone’s first target of revenge.”

The towhead said, “And how. Thankth to the bloody Clock’th little prophethy to the military. That
wath a colathal fucking mithtake, that wath.” Yet another virgin opinion: “It’s time we decided which
Way—”

The dwarf interrupted the boy. “When you start to think about deciding, it’s time for you to decide to
leave.”

“Maybe we wil,” groused a fourth felow. “Being wanted in military sabotage is different from being
a hand servant to Fate.”

“And you can’t risk bossing Fate around,” spat the dwarf. “You’re going to second-guess me, get out.
[ mean it.”

The speaker, a kid shaggy with corkscrews of cobalt black, lost a measure of his resolve. He backed
up a step, as if to give the dwarf room to back down too.

“I’m not stopping you,” said Mr. Boss, “nor you other felows. We’ve managed for years either to
negotiate a kind of diplomatic immunity or to squelch out of any cowpie we happen to step into. Our
stretch of luck might be over, though. Get used to it or get another hobby.”

“But luck, what 1s luck, up next to Fate—"" The boys couldn’t wriggle out of the propaganda snarled
around their hearts.



“Save yourselves. Last one to leave, put out the moon. You too, daughter.” The dwarf pointed a
gnarled forefinger at Ilianora. “Nothing’s holding you here.”

“I’'mnot going anywhere,” she responded. “Yet.”

The lads were packed up and ready to leave within the hour. Abandoning their orange camisoles, they
hoisted rucksacks on their backs and tied civilian kerchiefs at their necks. They figured to strike out
north across the Pine Barrens, avoiding militias of either stripe.

Brrr thought it best. These boys hadn’t signed on to become agents provocateurs in some accidental
war. Most of the lads had wanted merely to see the world and to claim their importance as acolytes of
history. Or to postpone indenture in some family grocery or gravel-and-sand concern.

“You’re next,” said the dwarf. “Out. Vamoose. Scrammylegs.”
“Not without you,” said Ilianora. “Mr. Boss, you’re not yourself.”
“I’m not going anywhere with that ruinous child,” said Mr. Boss.

“If we leave, you’re not going anywhere, period,” observed Brrr. “You just dismissed your backup
labor force, and I’m the only one left who can drag that Clock. Unless you’re ready to walk away
fromit.”

“Curses,” belowed the dwarf, and demonstrated some.

“Hush,” said Ilianora. “If they’ve realy decided to hunt us down, you’l only pinpoint our location for
them.”

The dwarf went and sat under the wagon.

“I’m al packed,” said the Lion to his spouse. “Nothing holding us, I think. Since we seem to be
dismissed.”

“He rescued me,” said Ilianora. “I can’t just leave him over this slight difference of opinion.”
“Why en’t you ask the Clock?” suggested Rain. “If you talked nice to it? What’s its name, anyway?”

[lianora gave the wrinkled wince that, in her, passed for a grin. “Oswald. But I think of it as
Oswalda.”

Rain went to look at it. “It en’t very breathy,” she admitted, but she walked about it, giving it the
benefit of the doubt. From beneath, the dwarf pitched stones at her scraped ankles.

Brrr saw the dragon as a cutthroat charm, a vulgar but effective contrivance of tiktok ingenuity
designed to remind gulible audiences of the archaic folk belief known as the Time Dragon. Though
himself reared without such nonsense—because self-reared—the Lion had learned of Oz’s origin
legends wel enough. The snot-fired underground creature, asleep in some unreachable cavern,



dreaming the universe from its beginning. A fiery fatalism.

And not the only type of fatalism to grip Oz. Other more phlegmatic theories proposed existence as
the result of some unholy combustion of oils and embers. Even today, some peasants credited their
filthy lot to the dilettantism of Lurline, the Fairy Queen, trying her hand at creating a world. And
eggheads smart enough to suffer gout or glaucoma argued that life was a benighted experiment in
ethics or cruelty invented by the Unnamed God. But the dragon story was older—so old in folk
knowledge that the dragon had no name. Oswald was a nom de thédtre: deep fate is always run from
behind the curtain, from which we are asked to divert our attention.

Today the dragon of the Clock was inert. A clapped-out heap of oxidizing technology. Could it be a
disguise? Oswald had so often seemed a half-creature, sinister in its apparent sense of impulse,
decided in its attitude toward wrong and right. The dragon’s head had rotated like the headlamp of
some pedicycle rolicking down the colege lanes of Shiz. The jaws snapped in four different positions.
None of them smiling. When did conscience smile?

“It looks deaded out,” concluded Rain, cheerfuly enough.

“Rain, a little less noise,” suggested the Lion. No sense in salting the dwarf’s wounds.
“Why en’t we hunting in the Grimmerie for words to wake *mup?”’

“Couldn’t hurt,” said Brrr. “I vote yes.”

“Suddenly we’re a democratic synod? That’s what having children does for you? Remind me to
neuter myself with a grapefruit spoon.” But with what Ilianora had been through, that remark was
thoughtless, and despite his distress the dwarf caught himself. “Oh, al right. But I’'m not promising to
play by any suggestion a stupid book makes, magic or not.” He got the Grimmerie out of a drawer that
opened with a pop, as if it had been eager to deliver the book to Rain. “Reading never did much for
me, in my line of work,” he grumphed.

Ilianora spread her shawl on the needled ground, and Mr. Boss dumped the book upon it. “I don’t like
to touch the Grimmerie,” said the woman, but Rain knelt down before the tome. She put her hands on
the cover as if she’d like to hug the thing, and opened the great lid of it.

“It feels hummy. Like moss with sugarbees in it,” she said.

“And you look like clot without the cream.” The dwarf snorted. “Find what you need to find and close
the damn thing up again. It makes me nervous. This book isn’t for the likes of us to examine. We’re
just the keepers.”

“Maybe the world is changing,” said the Lion, “and it’s up to us now.”

The dwarf stifled himself as Rain turned the versos. Today each page seemed made of a different sort
of paper. Different colors and weights, sieved and pressed with a variety of trash: rag content and
straw, string and fuse. To Brrr’s eye the hand-lettered words seemed overly hooked and pronged, a
foreign language if not, indeed, a foreign alphabet. Though his spectacles needed updating. Sometimes



the marginalia designs appeared engaged and in motion, flat little theater pieces performing for
themselves. On other pages a single portrait without caption stared out, its eyes moving as the page
lifted, wavered, settled, was covered by the next. “How do we even know what we’re looking for?”
asked the Lion.

“When we find it,” said Rain. Simple enough.

Brrr saw it before she did. They had come upon a page that seemed sheathed in ice or glass, across
which embossed patterns of frost and snowflake were wheeling, interleaving the way, presumably,
the cogs of the Clock did when the Clock was in fettle. The paper glinted with sparkles as of light on
snow. Rain said, “Is this caling winter upon water?”

“Who knows?”” said Brrr. “No text I can recognize, unless the snowflakes are their own prose. The
book has stopped riffling itself, though. Seems to be the destination page, anyway.” The girl agreed;
she clasped her hands over the page eagerly as if to warm herself on a winter’s afternoon. “Where is
my mittens?”” she murmured, almost to herself.

The snowflake patterns puled apart like theater curtains, revealing a dark blue background that filed
the whole page, like a night sky during Lurlinemas. Stars shone in midnight ink. “If this is an
advertisement for classes in faith formation, honeyclams, I’m taking a match to the whole damn thing,”
whispered Mr. Boss.

“Shut up,” said Brrr politely.

A single dot of white began to grow larger, as if nearing from a great distance across the heavens. It
looked like a sort of snow globe, of the type Brrr had seen in the shops at holidays. An ice bubble,
maybe? A perfect crystal drop. Hovering. It sweled almost to the margins of the page. When it
stopped, they could see that the globe was clear, and a hunched figure imprisoned within.

“The Z in the O,” said Rain.
They couldn’t quite tel who it was.

“It’s meant to be Lady Glinda,” said Mr. Boss, despite himself. “People said she used to come and go
by bubble. Though it was realy a White Pfenix.”

“No, it’s meant to be Elphaba, only you can’t see she’s green,” said Ilianora, “not behind that icy
white window. It reminds me of her crystal globe at Kiamo Ko.”

“It’s neither.” The Lion didn’t know why he felt so decisive about it. “It’s Yackle. Old Mother
Yackle, the senile sage of the mauntery. She’s the one who took up lodging within these very pages, if
you recal. And the glass bal—maybe that’s what’s become of Shadowpuppet—Malky, the glass cat. It
has swalowed her up as if she were a bird. Wel, she had those wings, remember.” The figure—it was
surely a she—pointed out at them as if she could see them from the book. One finger at Brrr, one at
Ilianora, one at the dwarf, and one at Rain. With her other hand she colected four upright fingers and
bunched them together like asparagus spears tied with string. She gripped them, indicating—quite



cleary— together. Together.

Then she raised her right hand and pointed over their shoulders. South. She made a shooing motion
with her hand, a farmwife annoyed by chickens. Go! Go. Together. South.

Flee.
Hurry!

“She could get a job at Ticknor Circus doing charades,” admitted the dwarf. “She’s pretty good,
though who’s to say she’s not some dybbuk tempting us to our doom?”” The snowflakes began to close
in, obscuring the figure. The Grimmerie became stiff, the pages blocked. Nothing to do but close the
damn book before the ground around it began to ice up and the Grimmerie froze to the earth.

“I’'m going south,” said Brrr. “With Ilianora and with Rain. I’l haul the Clock if you choose to come
along, Mr. Boss. If you can’t bring yourself to join us, wel, it’s been joly when it hasn’t been a total
nightmare.”

The dwarf puled at his hands, al but whimpering, “The Clock said no girl.”
“Haven’t you ever known a Clock to tel the wrong time?”” Though Brrr stopped there.

“Al right. ’m beat.” The dwarf walked up to Rain; their faces were almost the same height. He
waggled a finger. “But hey? Little funny kid? You’re not to touch this book again. I don’t like that look
of entitlement on your smug face.”

“It’s caled reading,” she retorted.

Whatever else they griped about—whoever the image had meant to remind them of, and they argued
over it—they’d come to agreement about this much, at least: better to be caught on the road headed for
other mischief than to be found squatting in a cul-de-sac like mice in a tin bucket. Since the battle for
Restwater might be joined again at Haugaard’s Keep, to the east, then they’d head around the western
tip of the lake, until they could folow the book’s advice and turn south.

Now the Lion discovered that the boys had been letting him do al the work since the day he arrived a
half a year ago, back when the autumn came upon them to the sound of gunpowder explosions and the
odd bugle bravocatory. The harness strained against his shoulders no less than it had last week.

The dwarf walked on one side of the wagon, Rain on the other.
Some lives are like steps and stairs, every period an achievement built on a previous success.

Other lives hum with the arc of the swift spear. Only ever one thing, that dedicated life, from start to
finish, but how magnificently concentrated its journey. The trajectory seems so true as to be proof of
predestination.

Stil other lives are more like the progress of a child scrabbling over boulders at a lakeside—now up,



now down, always the destination blocked from view. Now a wrenched ankle, now a spiled
sandwich, now a fishhook in the face.

And that would be my method of locomotion, the Lion concluded. Not diplomas earned, but
friendships bungled. Campaigns aborted. Errors in judgment and public humiliations. Not for nothing
does the assignment of hauling the Clock of the Time Dragon between the shafts of a wooden cart
seem a sort of vacation. A Lion in Oz glows in the gloom: hustlers and harlots, here’s your mark! But
adjacent to the Time Dragon, however slackened it might be, a Lion could enjoy being
overshadowed.

S.

Deciding on a destination always makes the weather improve, or seem to improve. Though the sun
remained brutal and the winds weak, and the humidity felt heaped on like a sodden coat, the
uncompanionable companions stepped sprightly. The farther they got from Mockbeggar Hal, the better
off they’d be. The pines gave way to long gravely stretches, like dried-up streambeds, perhaps
evidence of a flow that had once moved from Kelswater into Restwater. The companions camped by
day if they could find shade; by night they trod, wordless and lost but not, Brrr thought, in despair. Or
not yet, anyway. As soon as the moon sank they stopped and rested too. No matter how hot it was,
Rain slept against Brrr as if she were his kit.

Some days later, on the horizon, the first of the great oakhair trees began to lift their frondish heads.
Brrr remembered this terrain from last fal. At noontime, they came within sight of the mauntery where
Brrr had interviewed Yackle, and she him.

It sat and sulked by itself on its flat, like an armoire set out on a lawn. It looked deserted, but Brrr
didn’t propose going nearer to satisfy his curiosity. Neither did anyone else. They kept to one side of
the establishment, pushing south, deeper into the oakhair forest.

Ilianora carried the scythe the boys had sometimes wielded and she knocked down what bracken she
could. If shadier, the woods were stiler, too. More spiders. Brrr hated spiders, but Rain scurried
sideways to peer through each fretted oculus.

“What are you looking for?” he heard Ilianora ask her once.
“I don’t know,” the girl said. “The spider world. The world the spider sees. The other world.”

“Little goose.” Ilianora takes such a fond tone when trashing the dreams of the young, Brrr observed.
“Little monkey. Little moron. There 1s no other world. This world is enough.”

“Of course no one asks me my opinion about other worlds,” growled Mr. Boss. “I who actualy have
traveled a good deal wider than some.”

“Wel?” Rain rarely addressed the dwarf. “What would you say?”

He glowered at the girl, as if she were responsible for the Clock having suffered its rigor mortis.



“Ah, what I could say, were I free to spil the beans.”

“Don’t fil her head with nonsense,” snapped Ilianora. “It’s unkind.”

“What about that Dorothy?” asked Rain. “En’t she from the other world?”
“Who told you anything about 4er?”” asked the dwarf.

“Murthy did. When Lady Glinda was busy twisting her hair with that hot fork.”
“I knew 1it,” said Brrr, shaking his natural curls.

“Wherever she was from, Dorothy was a stooge of the Wizard,” said Ilianora. “She did his bidding,
from what I heard. She kiled Auntie Witch—" She paused. Brrr rarely heard her mention Elphaba
Thropp. He knew his wife wel enough to guess that the phrase Auntie Witch, rising to her own lips,
had startled her. He swished his tail in his wife’s face to amuse her. She blinked at himin a
noncommittal way.

“Dorothy could have come from anywhere,” he drawled. “There’s a lot of Oz untraveled by the likes
of Ozians. More outback than city centre in Oz, no? And beyond the sands, Fliaan and Ix, and other
murky badlands too impossible to imagine.”

“That’s not what Murth says,” protested Rain. “She says Dorothy was from the Other Land. You
can’t get there by a cart. Just by magic.”

“It’s a one-way ticket, honey,” said Mr. Boss. “Trust me on this one.” He turned his pocket out as if
looking for a chit for the return voyage: nothing.

“Dorothy went back, though.”

“Hah. They probably topped her and tumbled her in some hole. And made up another story. Just like
they did to Ozma. People wil believe anything if it’s impossible enough.”

“Don’t,” said Brrr. “Let Rain learn the world the same way we al did.”

“The scientific method of child rearing? Analysis by trial and terror?” The dwarf cracked his
knuckles. “Move aside, Lion. I’'m going for a walk. I can’t sit here and listen to you corrupt a child
with the limits of logic. You’re al boobs and bobbycats.”

He humped himself straight through the big spiderweb that Rain had been examining. Then he turned
around and said, “Look, little wastrel girl. I’'m on the other side. And what’s the news? It stinks over
here, t00.”

The Lion whispered to his spouse, “Is he going to hold against Rain until she’s old enough to jab him
one between the eyes?”

“Who likes being cut out of the future?”” she replied. “The Clock is giving no opinions—so how does



he learn his way?”
“The same as the rest of us. Dread, shame, and luck.”

When he came back, forty minutes later, Mr. Boss had a wife in tow. His own wife. An unregenerate
Munchkinlander whom Brrr believed he’d met before. The woman, like many of her kind, was
compact, half as wide as she was tal, slightly bowed of leg, a face like a dented saucepan. Some sort
of weed in her hands—she’d been colecting herbs, maybe. She stumped forward into the clearing
with the confidence of a woodcutter.

It took him a moment to place her. “Sister Apothecaire. As I live and breathe. I thought you’d taken a
vow of chastity?”

“I accidentaly left it behind in the mauntery when you carried me off in that cart six months ago. Oh
wel. Whoever finds it can keep it; I’m through with it. Anyway, mind your own beeswax.” Ilianora
turned to look. “It’s good to see you so recovered.”

“From my fal down the stairs? Or from my life as a maunt? Never mind. Now I appreciate that you
were kind to carry me and my cracked noggin away from the mauntery before the EC forces arrived.

Being a Munchkinlander, I might’ve been taken hostage. As I remember, I was rather cranky at the
time, though. With some relief you passed me over to a team of women wheelers on their way to the
EC for a championship tournament. I stayed with them for a few weeks, as they rehearsed their moves
in a farmer’s meadow northwest of here,” explained Sister Apothecaire. “After a while, I realized
even sports competitions are essentialy political in nature. Who needs it. Besides, as a
Munchkinlander I was too short to keep up with the team. So I found an abandoned woodman’s lean-
to and made do.”

“Did you give no thought to returning to your roots in Munchkinland?”’ asked Ilianora. “Or repairing
to the motherchapel in the Emerald City?”

“The motherhouse? Don’t make me laugh. They 've been co-opted by the Emperor’s religious diktats
for years. I’'m not bowing to fix the sandal of the Emperor Apostle, no sirree. I may be short but I’'m
not that short. As to Munchkinland, I don’t have many relatives left in Center Munch. They were al
ruined by the effects of that twister that passed through when I was a child. The one that carried that
little fiend of the winds, Dorothy. So I’m an orphan spinster apostate, and this morning I woke up al
alone, until I met Mr. Boss, who has improved my prospects.”

“I have no intention of improving anyone’s prospects,” said the dwarf, “my own included. That’s why
[ married you. Someone to share a similarly sour outlook, or even degrade it some. This lot is entirely
too rosy now. They’re going to break into song any moment. They’ve even taken on a child to raise.”

“Ha,” said Ilianora. “No one raises that girl. We’re escorting her to safety. That’s al.”

At this Rain looked neither right nor left. She just kept studying the bole of a tree in which a squirrel
might live, or an owl, or a chipmunk. Something secret, animal, magical. Unrelated.



“The curse of parenthood. As if the world can be safe.” The dwarf almost smiled at his traveling
companions. “Anyway, you al can come back to our little hovel-in-the-helebore and we’l serve you
an omelet. Her specialty is plover’s eggs and scalions.”

“It was al [ was ever able to find,” confessed Sister Apothecaire. “I’m neither a hunter nor a gatherer,
it seems. ’'m more of a pantry parasite. Though I can bake a captivating muffin, given the right
ingredients.”

They accepted the invitation. “Congratulations,” said Brrr to the dwarf as they walked along. “If I had
a cigar, I’d give it to you to smoke in honor of your impending nuptial experience.”

“Oh, we’ve already consummated our union,” he replied.
Brrr raised an eyebrow.

“I’ma dwarf on a lonely road and I’ve been giving my life to this fool contraption as if there was
something in it for me. She’s a Munchkinlander maunt who has been celibate since before her first
milk tooth came in. Put it this way: we were ready.”

Wel, thought the Lion. Bested at that game, too. By a dwarf, no less.

They approached the cottage in the woods, a ragged-roofed thing covered in old oakhair leaves. “Are
you going to stay here?”” asked Brrr. “Taking up the life of a retired husband? Colecting scalions
instead of being bishop of the book, dragoman of the dragon?”

“Of course not. After a hundred years of service, or whatever it’s been—it’s felt that long anyway—I
want to see this escapade to its natural end. Wifey can wait for me or come along, makes no
difference to me. Ours is not a very strong marriage. Stil, I love her, in my way.”

Mr. Boss grinned at his four-square bride. “What’s your name before you became Sister
Apothecaire?”

She squinted, and put a finger to her lips. “I forget. In faith classes, they caled me Little Daffodil.”

“Little Daffy. I like it. Wel, come on, Little Daffy; let’s break out the best linen and tap a keg of
springwater for our guests. It’s a wedding party, after al.” Rain was skeptical about the newcomer.
Her hard little face was like an old rye loaf left out in the sun. But in general the girl didn’t care for
people, so her specific apprehensions of Little Daffy came and went, uncataloged, evanescent.

Brrr murmured to Ilianora, “Maybe this is our opportunity to peel off. Who would have guessed it?
After al this time, our confirmed bachelor takes a wife.”

“Perhaps, the Clock being somnolent, he needed something else to nag him, and a wife serves that
function handily,” said Ilianora, coming as close as she ever did to joking. Stil, there was something
to it.

After a slap-up supper Mr. Boss readied himself to get back on the road. Little Daffy went inside to



tie on a fresh apron. Brrr admitted to being dubious about taking on another liability.

“You saddled us with a child, and you’re second-guessing me about picking up a wife?” The dwarf
raised his fists at the Lion. “I’ve had it with you. Come on. Last one standing. It’s time to settle this.”

“I merely mean that your ladyfriend should be told about the danger we’re in,” said Brrr. He wasn’t
going to fight a dwarf. He had no chance against that pipsqueak barbarian.

[lianora said, “Listen, you louts, I’l just lay out the details and let Little Daffy decide for herself.” She
caled Little Daffy from the cottage and made short work of it. “One. We’re probably wanted for
aiding in the sabotage of the Emperor’s fleet of ships on Restwater. Two. They’l guess we have the
Grimmerie with us, since the damage done was substantial. Three. The Clock is broken, and we can’t
rely on its advice. Four, the Grimmerie won’t open for us anymore, once it gave us its advice to go
south. So we’re on our own.”

“South?” That was the only part that made Little Daffy blink. “The mud people? Munchkinlanders
don’t venture into the clammy zone. Offends our sense of rectitude, both moral and hygienic. Why not
west?

I know some decent Scrowfolk who would hide us a while.”
“The advice was south,” said Brrr, “and that’s where we’re headed.”

“The advice was also to keep miles away from wretched girl-children,” interrupted Mr. Boss, “so
this enterprise already starts off on a bad footing.”

“I’m going south, with the Clock or without it,” said Brrr, “so if you want to stay with the Clock and
you want me to pul it for you, the matter’s settled. Little Daffy, join us or not, but make up your mind
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now.
6.

The Munchkin woman decided in favor of adventure, to see if her marriage would hold. Before she
left the woodcutter’s shed, she buried a spoon in the soil beside the doorsil. She explained: an old
Munchkinlander custom before travel was undertaken. If you ever make it home, there’l be something
to eat with, even if the only thing left to eat is dirt.

“Lady Glinda could cook dirt,” said Rain.

Highsummer turned into Goldmonth, though Brrr insisted that up north the season was known as
Tattersummer, for the fringing of the leaves by insects. Little Daffy countered that in Munchkinland
these late summer days were caled Harvest Heltime, as farmers struggled to get crops in before
thunderstorms or the occasional dustbilow. “Munchkinland is losing acres of good soil to the desert
every year,” she clucked. “If the EC realy intends to polka on down and set up housekeeping, they’l
need a good broom.”

Rain listened to pictures more than people. Spoons in the ground, thunderstorms, dustbilows. The use



of'a good broom. The complexity of the world’s menace was daunting, but perhaps she’d learn to
read it as she had learned her letters. First step of reading, after al, is looking.

Eight-foot spiderwebs toward the southern edge of the oakhair forest. The Lion squealed whenever he
stumbled into them, but Rain loved them. If she found them before they were battered by her
companions, she looked through them, to see what she could see.

It was, indeed, like peering through a window. From one side, she was a human-ish enough girl
looking in to the spider world. She saw spiders with short eyelashy legs and spiders with thoraxes
like lozenges. Spider-mites with bodies so smal you couldn’t even make them out, but who sported
legs that could span a skilet.

Helo, little capery-leg. And how do you do today?

What Rain didn’t see, and she kept looking, was groups of spiders. Did spiders have attachments?
Other than to their webs? She watched each silvery gumdrop sink on its strings, but when the spider
climbed back up, nobody else was ever home. Any guests who blundered into their threaded nets
became supper, which seemed unsociable.

Spiders had nerve, and speed, and art of a sort, but they had no friends. They didn’t go get married
just like that.

From the other side of the web, being a spider, Rain peered back at the humans, to see in pictures
what she could see.

For instance. The dwarf had caled Ilianora “daughter” one time too many, so Little Daffy wondered if
the veiled woman actualy was his child. Ilianora was miffed. “Mr. Boss? Are you joking? My father
was a prince, for al the good it did him.”



Everything looked like something. So what did this look like now? Mr. Boss looked like he’d been
stung by a flying scorpion. His lips were blown out and bitten back.

Little Daffy looked suddenly ravished with interest by her fingernails.

As a spider, Rain thought Mr. Boss and Little Daffy looked like tiny little matching grandparents, sour
as mutual crab apples. They looked like they were playing at living. Or was this living? Rain wasn’t
sure.

She stayed out of the dwarf’s way as much as she could.

She heard Brrr and Ilianora talk quietly, out of range of the dwarf and the Munchkin, but not out of the
range of a spider’s attention. Ilianora proposed that, given the Clock’s new reticence, being married
was a legitimate diversion for a dwarf at loose ends. Surely?

“That attitude toward marriage makes of our union a slight mockery, don’t you think?”” Brrr purred
Ilianora up the side of her neck. “Anyway, they’re at it like a tomcat and the parish whore. Every
night. It’s embarrassing.”

“He’s got to do something. He’s not the type to take up knitting by a fireside, is he?”

Rain turned her head. The dwarf was pitching a penknife into a tree trunk at forty feet. His face was
sweaty, his raveling beard in need of a shampoo. He didn’t look as if he would favor doing
piecework.

“At least he’s stopped fussing so much over Rain,” continued Ilianora. “The book’s told us what to
do—stick together, head south—but not why. You and I aren’t captives, though. If you have any other
ambitions once we ditch the Grimmerie somewhere safe, spel them out.”

Do I care what they do? wondered Rain, and couldn’t think of an answer.

“I can’t go back to the Emerald City unless I’'m wiling to hand over the Grimmerie to them,” said
Brrr. “Otherwise I’l be thrown in Southstairs, and it won’t be pretty. You’ve told me how unpretty it
would be, 1n no uncertain terms.”

“I don’t want to talk about Southstairs.” Ilianora’s face turned a shade of stubbornness no spider had
ever seen before. “I was asking you about your ambitions. No interest in your companions on the
Yelow Brick Road? That Scarecrow, the Tin Woodman?”

“The Scarecrow has al but disappeared. I suppose straw succumbs to mold and weevils. And last I
heard, the Tin Woodman is stil a labor agitator in Shiz. Wish he could organize our mechanical
conscience here. Fat chance of that. Realy, that Matter of Dorothy was a sorry passage, let me tel you.
In a generaly sorry life.”

“Mine hardly prettier. After prison, to slip from doing resistance work into writing fanciful stories for
a while. The dilettante’s gavotte, I think one would cal it.” Rain saw their faces screw up more
complicated, pancakes trying to become soufflés. Faces bloated, contorted, deflated, endlessly in



disguise. Tiresome but curious.

“That General Cherrystone at Mockbeggar Hal?” Brrr spoke in a softer voice; he didn’t know spiders
have good hearing, “Cherrystone was the one who kidnapped you when you weren’t that much older
than Rain 1s now. He didn’t recognize you al grown up, I know. But do you feel—in that vault of your
heart—the yearning for vengeance?” Ilianora held her tongue for what seemed to Rain like a couple
of years, but finaly she spoke. “We took a risk walking into Mockbeggar Hal carrying the Grimmerie
right under Cherrystone’s nose. I believed Mr. Boss when he said the book was only on temporary
loan to Lady Glinda. Getting it safely out of there, away from Cherrystone’s hands, seemed the more
crucial objective. If the day arrives when I’'m ready to take vengeance on him for slaughter—of my
family—wel, I suspect I’'l know it. It’] come clear to me, privately, al in good time.” Secret
knowledge, thought Rain. My head hurts.

“As for now,” continued Ilianora, “let history have its way: I’m only a bystander. A dandelion, a
spider, nothing more.”

“We aren’t aimless. We have a goal,” the Lion reminded her. “We’re keeping the Grimmerie out of
the hands of the Emperor of Oz. We’re heading south, as the book advised. And, incidentaly, whether
Mr. Boss likes it or not, we’re rescuing the girl.”

At this they both looked up at her, and Rain found the spiderweb too thin between them. It had become
a gunsight that focused her in its crosshairs. Their look of affection was brazen. To break the spel of
their myopia, to divert them, she brayed, “I want to keep reading but we got no books. You write
stories? Write me some words I can practice on.”

“I don’t write anymore,” said Ilianora in one of those voices. “Ask someone else.”

“Who’s to ask?” Rain felt fussed and hot. “The world en’t gonna write nothing for me. No words in
the clouds. No printed page among these dead leaves. Can a spider write letters in a web?”

“What nonsense,” said the dwarf from his distance, pitching his knife through the web a few feet
above her head, severing a prominent girder so it colapsed like shucked stockings. “That would be
some spider.”

7.

They didn’t dawdle but they moved without haste. The Lion had concluded that attention must stil be
centered upon the battle for Restwater, since goons with guns hadn’t shown up yet. A few days on, as
they entered the hardscrabble terrain known as the Disappointments, they spotted the next oddkin, the
latest of Oz’s free-range lunatiktoks. “It was ever thus,” the dwarf averred.

“No, war 1is driving the entire country nuts,” replied the Lion.

The creature seemed to be a woman, sitting in the only tree on this wide stony plain. She held an
umbrela for shade and protection from the rains. Evidence of a cookfire in one direction, a latrine in
the other.



The place was open enough to appear attractive to lightning. Perhaps she wanted to go out in a blaze
of glory.

She scrambled down when they approached and stood her ground. She wore what had once been a
rather fine dress of white duck with cerulean blue piping, though the skirt had gone grey and brown.

That’s a useful camouflage, thought Brrr. A starched blue bib rode against her bosom. Her shoes were
torn open at the toe. “Hail,” she said, and stuck her arm out in a salute, and chopped it once or twice.
Her eyes wobbled like puddings not fuly set.

The hair piled up on her head reminded Rain of a bird’s nest; the girl half expected a beaky face to
peer out from above. She al but clapped with joy.

“Let me guess. You are the Queen of the Disappointments,” said the dwarf. “Wel, given our recent
history, we must be your loyal subjects.” He spat, but not too rudely.

She looked left and right as if someone might be listening. She appeared familiar to Brrr, but he
imagined that most loopy individuals seem recognizable. They mirror the less resolved aspects of
ourselves back at us, and the shock of recognition—of ourselves in their eyes—is a cruel dig.

“Are you al right?” asked Ilianora. Ever the tender hand, especialy for a female in trouble, Brrr knew.

The woman cawed and flapped her arms. They saw she had stitched some sort of a blanket of feathers
to her white serge sleeves.

“Wingses!” said Rain happily.
“She’s so far round the bend, she’s back home already,” muttered Mr. Boss.

“Hush, husband,” said Little Daffy. “Hold your snickering; she’s dehydrated. In need of salts, powder
of cinnabar, a tiny dose. Also a brew of yelowroot and garlic to take care of the conjunctivitis.” She
dove her hands into her waistband, inspecting the contents of pockets sewn on the inside of her skirt.
She had, after al, been a professional apothecaire. “Heat up some water in the pot, [lianora, and I’l
shave up a few herbs and hairy tubers for the poor Bird Woman.”

The woman wasn’t much frightened by them. After several sips of something red and cloudy that Mr.
Boss offered from his private flask, she blinked and rubbed dust out of her eyes as if she were just
coming up to room temperature. When she opened her mouth, it was not to twitter but to speak more
or less like a felow citizen. “God damn fuckheads,” she said. “Give me some more of that juice.”

“That’s the ticket,” said Mr. Boss, obliging.
She lifted her chin at the Clock. “What’s that thing, then? A portable guilotine?”

“That’s as good a word for it as any,” said the dwarf. “A cabinet of marvels, once upon a better
time.”



The Bird Woman looked it up and down and walked around it on her toes. That accounts for the
condition of the boots, Brrr thought.

“No. I know what this is. I’ve heard tel of it. Never thought it would feature in my path. It’s the Clock
of the Time Dragon, isn’t it? What are you doing dragging it out here in Forsaken Acres?” She ruffled
her wings as she stepped about, like a marabou stork.

“Brought it here to die,” he said. ““And what are you doing here?”
“Oh, more or less the same thing,” she replied. “Isn’t that the general ambition of living things?”

“Hush, there’s a child,” said Ilianora.

The Bird Woman peered at her. “So there is. How grotesque.” She put out a hand and rubbed the side
of the Clock. “I figured this sort of entertainment went out once they started doing girlie shows in
Ticknor Circus.”

Mr. Boss made a point of humphing. “This isn’t a sort of anything. It’s sui generis.”

She took on the expression of a crazed docent. “You’re smal and barky but you don’t know
everything. This Clock is the latest and maybe the most famous of a long line of tiktok extravaganzas.
They used to circulate several hundred years ago in the hamlets of Gilikin, teling stories of the
Unnamed God. Such contrivances specialized in the conversion stories of the Saints. Saint Mettorix
of Mount Runcible, who was martyred when a coven of witches flew overhead and dropped frozen
cantaloupes onto his scalp. Saint Aelphaba of the Waterfal, you probably have heard of her. Hidden
from sight for decades, emergent at last, in some versions. Also Saint Glinda.”

“I know the tale of Saint Glinda, thank you for nothing,” said Little Daffy. “I spent my professional
life in the mauntery of Saint Glinda in the Shale Shalows.”

“A sordid little tale of grace through glamour,” said the Bird Woman dismissively. “Then, little by
little, as unionism rooted more deeply in the provinces, the tiktok trade became secular, pretending
toward prophecy and secret-spiling.”

“We specialized in history and prophecy in conjunction with civic conscience.” Mr. Boss sounds like
a traveling salesman, thought Brrr.

“Charlatanism,” insisted the Bird Woman. “And sometimes dangerous. The masters of traveling
companies used to send their acolytes ahead to sniff out local gossip, so the puppets could be seen to
imitate the belyaches of real life.”

“I never needed to do that,” said Mr. Boss. “Different organizing principle entirely. Real magic, if
you don’t mind. The rough stuft.”

“You only carried on al these years because there was a tradition to hide behind,” said the harridan.
“You’re the last one and you stick out like a sore behind. People have got to be asking why. Especialy
in times like this.”



“Doesn’t matter what people say. Anyway, you’re right about one thing: this famous Clock has had it.
The tok 1s divorced from the tik.”

“It’s not dead yet,” she said.

“I didn’t come for a second opinion,” said the dwarf. ““What are you, a witch doctor?”
“I know a thing or two about spels, as it happens.”

“Who are you?”

“I used to have a name, and it used to be Grayce Graeling. But without a social circle, a name quickly
becomes moot, I realized. So never mind about me.”

“How do you know about spels?” asked Ilianora. “Seems to be a dying art in Oz.”
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“What do you expect, with the Emperor wanting to husband al the magic in his own treasury?”
chirped the Bird Woman. “It’s not going to work, of course. Magic doesn’t folow those rules. It
carves its own channels. But why don’t you fire this thing up and show me what you’ve got?”

“I told you, 1t’s paralyzed. Maybe dead,” said Mr. Boss.
“Can you fly?” asked Rain.

“It isn’t dead. I should know. I could tel you a thing or two about spels. I taught magic once, [ was on
the faculty at Shiz several yonks ago. I was never very skiled, mind you, but [ was a devoted teacher
to my girls, and I picked up more than anyone credited.”

“The entire former faculty of Shiz seems to retire to the suburbs,” observed Brrr. “Did you know a
Professor Lenx? And Mister Mikko?”

“I knew how to lace up a boot from across a room,” she said. “I knew how to produce crumpets and
tea in fifteen seconds, for when a trustee arrived unexpectedly in one’s chambers. I knew that Elphaba
Thropp, once upon a while.”

“Oh, sure you did,” said Mr. Boss. “Seems like everyone in Oz knew her. Can’t walk across the
street without running into someone from the alumnae association. By the math of it, there were
seventy thousand people who entered Shiz that year with her.”

“How high can you fly?” asked Rain.

“She wasn’t so special,” said the Bird Woman, picking a nit from her feathers and looking at it with
something like avarice. She didn’t eat it, just flicked it off her thumb. “She was an ordinary girl with a
talent for mischief and more serious complexion issues than sick bay knew what to do with. What
happened to her in the end was a crime.”



“What happens to al of us in the end is a crime,” said Mr. Boss. “Take it up with the authorities.”

“I tel you, this instrument isn’t quite done,” she insisted. “Or maybe it’s just responding to me and my
long dormant talents. Open it up. I haven’t had an entertainment in months.”

“What are you doing here? Did you fly here?”” asked Rain.

The dwarf shrugged his shoulders and turned to Ilianora. “Wel, Miss Mistress of the Mysteries,
unstrap the belts, like the good old times. I’l wind up some cranks and see if she responds.”

“Do you live in a nest?”” Rain asked.

“Hush, child, don’t ask personal questions,” said the Lion.
“That’s the only kind I have,” said Rain.

“I know you,” said the Bird Woman to Brrr.

“I had a feeling you would,” he replied.

“You worked for the Emperor. You scab.”

“I was in a bit of a legal squeeze. That’s al over now.”

Hunching down before the stage, she paid Brrr no further attention. Rain went and squatted next to
her, and tried to angle her elbows out to mimic the Bird Woman. “Can you lay an egg?”

“Any eggs get laid around here, let the dragon do it,” said Mr. Boss, huffing. “Wel, what do you
know. Some phantom juice left in the gears, after al. You aren’t as flighty as you seem, Queen
Birdbrain.”

“I could paint stationery with butterflies and lilac sprays and shit like that,” said the Bird Woman,
“without picking up a paintbrush. [ wasn’t good at controling the flow of watercolors, though. They
tended to puddle.”

“Don’t we al. Grab your privates and say your prayers, folks. Here she goes.” The dwarf went round
to release some final clasps and rebalance the counterweights. “What do you say,” he caled, “if it
comes to life and tels us to give the girl to the hermit lady as a present? We’l cal it magic, eh?”

Rain looked around. Her expression was intense and occluded. “He doesn’t mean it,” said the Lion,
without conviction.

A wobble, a spasm, the sound of a pendulum wide of its arc and striking the casing. The shutters
folded back, courtesy of magnets on tracks. Brrr and Ilianora exchanged glances. This should cheer up
the dwarf.

“If today’s matinee has anything about the Emperor in it, ’'m walking out, and I want a ful refund,”



declared the woman who had been Grayce Graeling.
“Shhh,” said Rain.

The dragon at the top of the cabinet moved one of his wings in a stiff way, as if arthritis had set in.
His head roled. One eye had become loose in its socket, for the look was cross-eyed and almost
comical.

Little Daffy began to giggle, but Ilianora put her hand on the woman’s wrist. The dwarf wouldn’t like
to hear laughter. The Clock wasn’t a device for comedy.

The main stage whitened with a camphorous fog. A backdrop unroled but got stuck halfway down.
Hanging in midair against another scrim, one of rushes and cattails, the scene was of a tiled floor in

some loggia. Brrr muttered to Ilianora, “Should someone go forward and give it a tug?” but she shook
her head.

On an invisible track a cradle came forward, rocking. An ornate

was carved on its headboard. Over it stood a puppet of a roundish man with a pair of oily mustaches
ornamentaly twirled in bygone fashion. He took out a handkerchief and blew his nose, possibly
signaling grief. The sound that came was less nasal than industrial, like a train whistle. He didn’t
notice. He was just a puppet on rusty wires.

He was moving, he was turning this way and that, but he was just a puppet. He had no life. Brrr could
tel that Rain was disappointed.

Down from the fly space dropped a cutout of a hot-air baloon with a smooth-cheeked charlatan
grinning and waving a cigar. “It’s the arrival of the Wizard,” said Brrr. “I’d know any cartoon of him,
for in real life he was hardly more than a cartoon.”

[lianora turned her back.
“The mustached marionette below must be Pastorius, the Ozma Regent,” decided Brrr.

“Who’s that?” asked Rain.

“The father of Ozma, the infant queen of Oz when the Wizard arrived. She was just a baby, see, and
her father was to rule in her place until she grew old enough to take the throne. Shhh, and watch.” The
Ozma Regent picked up his motherless infant. He carried the bundle of swaddle to stage right.

Out from the wings hobbled a creature dressed in a cloak al of sticks, smal sticks bound together with
thread. Her head was carved from a rutabaga and the stain had darkened, so she looked like a
creature made entirely of wood. She wore a pale red scarf puled over her head and tied at the nape of
her twiggy hair. She lurched and grinned—her teeth were made of old piano keys, four times too large
for her face, and yelowed, foxed with age—but the grip with which she yanked the baby from the
father was fierce. She backed up off the stage in a crude motion. A duck walking backward:
impossible.



“Some local wet nurse to lend a helping—" began Brrr, not liking the menace of this twig witch.
Everyone who tries to help a child is a kidnapper in the last analysis, he thought.

Pastorius turned and made as if to mop his brow in relief, but the Wizard pointed his cigar at the
Ozma Regent and cocked his thumb. A little tiny noise of firecracker went off, no louder than an
urchin lad’s Celebration Day bombcrack candy. The Regent fel over dead. The cords that had moved
the puppet ruler were severed, so he roled with more than just theatrical gravity. The Wizard put his
cigar in his mouth and puffed genuine smoke, but it smeled like bacon. A spark caught on a curtain.

The Lion didn’t care to preserve any theater of the dramatic arts. Stil, the Clock was the hidey-home
of the Grimmerie, and he couldn’t stand by and watch that go up in flames. He leaped up and put out
the fire by sucking his own tail for a few seconds and applying the wet mass against the nascent
flame. The smel was filthy.

“Show’s over folks,” he said over his shoulder. “There’s nothing to see here. Exit to the left, through
the gift shop, and please, not a word to the late afternoon crowd. Don’t spoil it for them.” Ilianora
turned back. “Did that end as unpersuasively as it began?”

“Pretty much,” said the Lion.
“What did it say about the Bird Woman?”
“That was the funny part,” said Brrr. “It didn’t seem to know she was here.”

“Like any old spouse,” said Mr. Boss, coming around from behind. “It’s unresponsive. It’s just going
through the motions. I bet it showed some tired revelation from decades ago. I hate revivals. What
was 1t about?”

“The fal of the House of Ozma,” insisted the Bird Woman. “Our sorry history. The Wizard arrived
just as Pastorius was packing the infant Ozma away for safekeeping to some old hag. The Wizard did
the Ozma Regent in with some sort of firearm. That part is history, the murder of the Regent, [ mean.
The rest is apocrypha. My guess is that the Wizard probably slaughtered the baby too. Fie, fie on the
myth that she’s hidden, sleeping in some cave to return in our darkest hour. How dark does the hour
have to get? Bunk. Bunk and hokum and sweet opiate for suffering fools. The Wizard was too canny to
let a baby get away under the tinderwood fingertips of some rural wet nurse.”

“Did you ever meet the Wizard?” asked the dwarf. “That brigand?”

“I never had the pleasure.” The Bird Woman spat out the word as if it were an insect found
swimming in her iced lemon-fresher.

“He came to Oz looking for the Grimmerie,” said the dwarf. “This book has a mighty broad
reputation, to attract miscreants like that from beyond the margins of the known world.”

“And we lost our royal family in the bargain,” cawed the hermit. “That book has a lot to answer for,
and so does whoever stowed it in Oz. To get it safely removed from some other paradise. Not in my
backyard, is that the saying? But it got dumped here. And you’re its minder. You should be ashamed.”



Mr. Boss didn’t like this line of contempt. “But the Clock said nothing about you?” He stroked his
beard with both hands. “The Clock is charmed to respond to the stimuli of the audience of the
moment. It makes no sense for it to present a repeat performance. It’s never done that before.”

“It was fun,” said Rain, “but not as good as the dragon in the lake last time.”

“How long have you been out of touch?”” asked the woman. “Do you know what’s going on in the
Emerald City?”

“We’re clueless,” said Brrr. “Surprise us with the truth.”
“The Emperor of Oz—you know about him? No?”
“Of course. Shel Thropp. The younger brother of Elphaba and Nessarose. What about him?”’

“He’s issued a proclamation. Your magic dragon couldn’t reveal that to you? Ha. Oh yes, the
Emperor has caled in to the palace al implements of magic the length and breadth of Oz. Every magic
whittling knife, every charmed teapot that never runs dry. Every codex of ancient spels, every gazing
bal, every enchanted pickle-fork. He has forbidden magic in Oz.”

“He can’t do that,” said Brrr, thinking about what he knew of the law—which wasn’t much.

“He can’t do that,” said Mr. Boss, whose tone implied he meant that the ambition was beyond any
emperor, of Oz or other-Oz. “He might as wel ask people to part with their ancestors, or the glint in
their eyes. Or their skepticism. It’s not gonna happen.”

“Nonetheless, he has done it.” The Bird Woman began to look twitchy, her eyes went more hooded.
“No doubt he’l send out agents to round up those who taught in colege, long ago. For debriefing. And
though I spent a stint as an organist at chapel, ’'m as much at risk as you are.” She began to shriek like
a demented mongoose.

“Stop that,” said Ilianora. “What difference does it make if you taught magic once, or if you
accompanied a choir? You’re here, among friends. We wouldn’t report you even if we were headed
north into his receiving parlors. But we’re going south. We have our own reason to stay out of the
way of the Emperor and his forces.”

“He’l find you, wherever you go.”
“Oh, we can get pretty damn lost,” said Mr. Boss. “Trust me.”
“He has no governance over me,” said Little Daffy. “I’m a Munchkinlander.”

“I’m not anything,” said Rain. “Yet. I’ be a crow. Can I climb up in your tree with you? Can you
teach me to fly?” The deranged woman finaly looked at the girl. “What are you flailing at me for?”

“No one gits me anything to read, and I got to practice my letters,” said Rain.



Something of the teacher she had once been made the Bird Woman glare at them al, as if they’d
confessed to abusing the child with castor oil. “I have a pen and a pot of ink. I shal write you your
name so you know it when you see it on a writ of arrest. Get away from this lot, child. They’re
headed for a cliff edge at quite the galop.”

“Oh, look who’s teling the future now,” scoffed the dwarf. “You going to take her off our hands?”
“Nothing doing,” said Brrr, “if you want to keep saving hands, Mr. Boss.”

The Bird Woman was as good as her word. She wrote a number of words for Rain: the names of
Brrr, and Ilianora; of Little Daffy and Mr. Boss; of Rain, too.

“Anyone else important in your life?”

Rain shook her head.

“What about Lady Glinda?” asked Ilianora, but Rain showed no sign of hearing.
The Bird Woman wrote, finaly, Grayce Graeling.

“That was me before I was a bird,” she told them. “So if they ask you if you ever met me, you can say
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no.
“Is that g-r-a-y or g-r-e-y?” said Brrr, whose spectacles were in his other weskit.

“The orthographics have it several ways,” she said. “I vary it for reasons of disguise. Now I prefer
Graeling, using both vowels, because it sounds more like a bird.”

“They al sound the same,” said Rain. Grayce Graeling regarded Rain as if she were a conveniently
placed spittoon, but she wrote out some extra words on a piece of paper so that Rain could practice
reading. “Is this a magic spel?” the girl asked her.

“Don’t let me get sappy on you, but when you get right down to it, every colection of letters is a magic
spel, even if it’s a moronic proclamation by the Emperor. Words have their impact, girl. Mind your
manners. [ may not know how to fly but I know how to read, and that’s almost the same thing.”

“I know that,” Rain declared, sourly, grabbing the paper. “I seen some books before.”

“Even ifit’s broken, I’d keep that Clock out of sight, were I you,” warned Grayce Graeling. “The
Emperor doesn’t want anyone else to have any toys. You’re courting trouble.”

“Nosy crow. None of your business,” said Mr. Boss.

The Bird Woman began to scale her tree. “Mind what I say. [ have a friend or two in high places.”
She pointed to some birds flailing against the blue, way up there.

“Are you coming with us too?” asked Rain, who thought she’d discovered the Company’s new



everyday trick, colecting lunatics. Behind Grayce Graeling, the other travelers made X-ing gestures at
Rain with their hands.

8.

Why din’t she come along? She coulda taught us to fly,” groused Rain. “The book said us four,” said
Brrr. “Remember? Four fingers, to the south?”

“Then what about her?”” Rain pointed over her shoulder at Little Dafty.

“The book meant me too,” said Little Daffy. “I was hidden there in that spook-lady’s gesture,
probably. The figure you described in the O. I was smal, the thumb. You couldn’t see me in the
prophecy, but [ was there.”

“The blind, the lame, the halt, the criminaly berserk,” said Mr. Boss. “You have to stop somewhere
or you don’t have friends, you have a nation.” The next day, meandering across the Disappointments,
they kept looking back to make sure the Bird Woman wasn’t pacing after them. “Is them her friends?”
Rain asked, over and over, of any local wren or raven, until the others stopped answering and the girl
fel silent.

They paused for supper when the heat of the day finaly began to lift a little. As the adult females
organized a meal, the Lion rested his sore muscles and slept quickly, deftly, for a few minutes. Then
he told them, “I emerge from my snooze remembering who the Bird Woman 1s. Or was.”

“Ozma herself, that’s it,” said Little Dafty. “A hundred years old but holding the line nicely. AmI
right? Ya think?”

“She was the archivist in Shiz who helped me look at Madame Morrible’s papers,” said Brrr. “A
gibbertyflibbet if ever I saw one, the kind of person who enters a café with such fluster and alarm one
would think she’d never been out in a public space before. Frankly, I doubt she possesses enough
talent at spels to have had to bother going dotty at the Emperor’s prohibition of magic.” The dwarf lit
his pipe and drew on it, releasing an odor of cherry tobacco cut with heart-of-waxroot. “Never
underestimate the capacity of a magician to go dotty. Occupational hazard.”

“Maybe news has gotten out somehow. News that the Grimmerie has emerged from hiding. Makes me
nervous, this impounding of sorcerers’ tools. If the Emperor has lowered a moratorium on items of
magic, on the practicing of spels—if Shel has caled for a surrender of instruments and such—perhaps
he’s trying to coax the Grimmerie in by default.”

“Or make its presence in a barren landscape glow and shriek, so he can find it more easily,” said Mr.
Boss. “I take your point. Our instruction to move south may prove to have been sound. We’l keep

going.

“But not tonight,” he said to Rain, who hopped up and was ready to run ahead. She was happy with
her scrap of paper. Ilianora had shown her how to fold it into a paper missile, and Rain had spent the
afternoon launching it and chasing it, finding it and trying to read it, launching it and chasing it again.



“Settle down, you ragamunchkin. There’s no moon this time of month, so no night travel. We’l take
our rest in the cool and move again in the morning.”

“Read me what’s on the back,” Rain asked of Ilianora.

Brrr watched his common-trust wife unfold the chevron of paper. The Bird Woman’s handwriting
was on one side, but the other side had print upon it. It was a page ripped from a book. A normal

book.
Without its own shifting editorial policy toward each specific audience.

“What do you know,” said Ilianora. “A scrap of an old tale. One of the fabliaux, one of the long-ago
tales. They tel them at harvest festivals and bedtimes. This is one of the stories of Lurline, the Fairy
Queen, and her bosom companion, Preenela.”

“One of them?”

“Oh, there are dozens. I think.” She squinted; the light from the fire wasn’t strong. “I think this is the
one where they meet what’s-his-name.” Brrr felt uncomfortable when confronted with the lore of
childhood. It always made him want to sass someone, or fart like a pricklehog. He knew why: as a
cub, he’d never had someone to tel him stories of Lurline, Preenela, and Skelybones Fur-Cloak, or
whatever his name was. Not, Brrr supposed, that he’d missed much. While Ilianora tried to remember
the ful tale—the page apparently only gave some segment of the narrative—Brrr watched Rain attend,
with yawns and solemn fierce eyes. She probably hasn’t had much of a childhood either, he thought.
But there was stil time. She was a fledgling.

By the time Ilianora was done, the fire had died down, and the dwarf and his Munchkin wife had
cozied off for privacy. Rain took herself a few feet into the dark, to have a last pee. Ilianora
murmured to Brrr, “What did you think of my storyteling?”

The Lion whispered, “Did you make that up?”

She nodded, shyly. “Most of it. Not the characters—not the famous ones, Lurline and Preenela and
old Skelybones. But the rest.” He looked in Rain’s direction, out of caution. “You have a knack.”

She laughed. “You weren’t listening, were you?”’
“It took me back,” he said, and that was true enough.

Rain returned and settled down, puling the hemp-wool blanket to her chin. This beastly hot summer
wouldn’t last forever, said the night; perhaps the stars wil turn into snowflakes and fal before dawn. It
happens one night or another, eclipsing another summer night of youth. Snow on the blooms.

A few bugs beezled along, chirring their wings and sounding their sirens. An owl made a remark from
miles off, but no one replied, except Rain, who murmured, “Lion?”” For some reason he loved, loved
when she caled him Lion. Loved it. When she avoided reminding him he was Brrr, the creature with
the sad history of being known as Cowardly—Cowardly his professional name, just about—but chose



to say simply: Lion. His head reared back a few inches (these days his eyes didn’t always like the
distance they had to take to focus on someone speaking). “What do you want, girl?”

“Is Lurline real in the world? And those others?”

It was almost a question about the sleep-world, he thought; she’d drifted far enough along. Stil, he
loved her too much to lie to her. What did one say? He tried to catch Ilianora’s eye for help, but she
had put on her veil and was in her own distance.

He would lower his voice in case, as he paused, she’d already slipped off to sleep. But when he said,
“Wel? What do you think?” she murmured something he couldn’t quite hear. He thought she might
have said, “I can wait to find out.” Then again, she may have said something else.

In time, she would probably know the answer more richly than he ever would. The thought afforded
him comfort, and on that he rested al night.

9.

The Kels began to loom up before them. The Lion said, “I’m not going to drag this caboose up the
sides of those bluffs. Get yourself another workhorse, Mr. Boss. The book’s advice seemed to suggest
we go south.”

“To get around them, we’l have to head a little east, then,” said the dwarf. “It’] take us into the
southeast margins of Munchkinland, but we’l meet up with the lower branch of the Yelow Brick Road
eventualy and then we can plunge to the south.”

“When precisely wil we have gone south enough?”” asked Ilianora. “Or are we now wandering to take
in the views?”

“We’re putting as much distance as we can between us and the menace of the Emperor,” said the
dwarf. “The EC never cared for Quadling Country except for the swamp rubies. And the taxes, when
they could be colected. But given a war with Munchkinland, they’l be letting the Quadling muckfolk
lie falow. A brief holiday from imperial oppression. We’l be safer there. Can hide like pinworms in
a sow’s bowels, like the book told us.”

Rain said, “The book didn’t suggest anything.”

They looked at her.

“It was the person in the book,” she explained. “And en’t it possible she weren’t saying ‘go south’
but only ‘get back’? Like, um, ‘get back from this book, it’s too dangerous?’ ”

“Oh, the Clock already told us who’s dangerous,” said Mr. Boss. “Keep your mouth shut. What makes
you think you can read better than we can?” They settled into a better pace, but a certain germ of
doubt attended their progress.

As the weather finaly cooled off, Rain was working on her letters. Little by little she figured out how



to form them into words. She wrote comments by placing broken twigs on the ground. RAIN HERE.
And TODAY. And WHO. And SORRY. She made words with pebbles on the beds of streams, big
words that someone with an eye for stony language might see one day. WATER RISE she wrote, and
WATER

FALL. Rather expressing the obvious, thought Brrr, but he was as proud of her as if she’d been
translating Ugabumish or inventing river charms.

The occasional farmstead gave way to the occasional hamlet, with its own chapel and grange, its
antiquated shrines to Lurlina, its stables and inns and the unexpected tearoom. They passed farmers
and tinkers on the rutted tracks. By stature they were Munchkins (“Munchkinoid,” suggested the
dwarf, who was one to talk), but they seemed equable and not especialy xenophobic. Little Dafty
splinted someone’s shabby forearm, dosed someone with rickets, and puled a tooth from the wobbly
head of an old crone. Everyone nearly gagged, but the grandmammy smiled with a bloody gap the size
of an orange when the job was done, and she invited them home for tooth soup. An offer they
declined.

News of the troubles to the north was thin. One farmer asserted that the whole lake of Restwater had
falen to the invaders. “Any word of Lady Glinda?” asked Brrr.

The man was startled. “Haven’t heard of her since the turtles’ anniversary swim meet. Is she stil
alive?”

“Wel, that’s what I was wondering.”

“Scratch my behind with a bear claw. I got no possible idea if'it’s so or no. Why would she be dead?
Other than, you know, death?” On they trudged. The month being Yelowtime, their hours rounded
golden, when the sun was out. But hours can’t dawdle—they only seem to. The leaves began to fal
and the branches to show their arteries against the clouds.

Finaly they reached the Yelow Brick Road. It was il tended, here; the occasional blown tree or
stream overrunning its banks made passage slow. The stretch was clearly untraveled. That night they
camped in a copse of white birches whose peeling bark revealed eyes that seemed to be trying to
memorize them.

“Can trees see?” asked Rain.

“Some say the trees are houses of spirits,” said Little Daffy. “I mean, stupid people say it, but even
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SO.
“I don’t mean tree-spirits,” said Rain. “I mean the trees. Can they see us?”

“They weep leaves upon the world every autumn,” said Little Daffy. “Proof enough they know damn
wel what’s going on around here.” After Rain’s eyes had closed and her breathing softened, Brrr
intoned to Ilianora, “Do you think everything is right with our Rain?” She raised an eyebrow,
meaning, In what context do you ask?



“I’ve known few human children. That Dorothy Gale just about completes the list. So I have no
premise on which to worry. But doesn’t Rain seem—wel—odd? Perhaps she is a girl severed from
too much.”

Ilianora shut her eyes. “She’s young even for her age, that’s al. She stil lives in the magical universe.
She’l outgrow it, to the tune of pain and suffering. We al do. Don’t worry so much. Look at how she
touches the trees tonight, as if they had spirits she knew about and we didn’t. That’s not weird; that’s
what being a child is. I was such a girl, when [ was alive.”

“Don’t talk like that.”

“Oh, ’'m alive enough now.” Her eyes opened, and they were filed with whatever passed for love in
that woman. “I am alive. But I’m not that girl. ’'m a woman grown from a life broken in the middle.
I’m not even a cousin of that girl I was so long ago. I see her life like an ilustrated weekly story I read
long ago, and it is pictures of that that I carry in my head. Her life in Kiamo Ko. Her life with her
father, long ago

—that famous Fiyero Tigelaar, prince of the Arjikis. Her life with her mother, Sarima, and her
father’s erstwhile lover, Elphaba Thropp. It’s a child’s story in my head, no more real than Preenela
and the skeleton hermit in the everlasting cloak of pine boughs. I’'m not sad; don’t shift; leave me be.
We were talking about Rain.” For her sake, he returned to the earlier subject. “I don’t fault her
interest in the natural world. What I notice is her ... her distance from us.”

“She’s here curled up against your haunches. To get her any closer you’d have to swalow her whole.”
“You know what I mean. She seems to float in a life next to ours, but with limited contact.”

Ilianora sighed. “We agreed to take her to safety, not to perfect her. What would you have us do? Sing
rounds? Practice our sums as we march?”

“I don’t know stories. Maybe you could tel her more? I wish we could get through a little more. She
loves us, perhaps, but from too great a distance.”

“She’l have to cross the distance herself. Trust me on that, Brrr. I know about it. Either she’l choose
to visit us when there is enough of her present to visit, or day by day she’l learn to survive without
needing what you need and I need.”

“I think 1t’s caled a knot in the psyche.”

“It’s caled grief so deep that she can’t see it as such. Maybe she never wil. Maybe that would be a
blessing for her in the long run. If she can’t learn to love us, would that keep us from loving her?
Brrr?” Never, he thought. Never. He didn’t have to mouth the word to his wife; she knew what he
meant by the way he tucked his chin over the crown of Rain’s head.

10.

Aday of mixed clouds and sudden fiercenesses of light. Breezy but warm, and aromatic, both spicy-



rank and spicy-balm. The road passed through open meadows interspersed with dense patches of
black Astarsnaps and spruces, where clusters of wild pearlfruit glistened in caves of foliage. Rain
paid no attention to the clacking of nonsense rhyme that I[lianora had taken up. Rain heard it but didn’t
hear it.

Little Ferny Shuttlefoot

Made a mutton pasty.

Sliced it quick and gulped it quick
And perished rather hasty.

and

Reginald Mouch sat on a couch.

A ladybug bit him and he said ouch.
It smiled at him. He started to laugh
And bit that ladybug back. In half.

“What’s up with you today, al this mayhem?” said Mr. Boss to Ilianora. “Awful passel of nastiness in
children’s rhymes. Toughens up the little simpletons, I guess.”

“A lot of biting too,” said the Lion, showing his teeth. He was proud that Ilianora was taking up the
chalenge to force-feed childhood lore to Rain.

“I remember a counting-out rhyme,” said Little Daffy, and proved it.
One Munchkinlander went out for a stroll,

Two girls from Gillikin danced with a troll.

Three little Glikkun girls chewed on their pinkies.

Four little Winkie boys showed us their winkies.

Five Ugabumish girls started their blood.

Six little Quadlings went home to eat mud.

Now who wins the prize for being most pretty?

The girl from the Emerald, Emerald City.

One Ozma, two Ozma, three Ozma.



“And on until you miss a step,” said Little Daffy.
“Which you rarely do,” said the dwarf.

“There’s a skipping game to that,” said Little Daffy. “We used to play it in Center Munch.” She found
a stick of last night’s kindling saved for tonight, and with the charred end she drew squares and
circles on the yelow pavement. She labeled them with numbers.

“No one learned me numbers yet,” said Rain.

“It’s easy.” The Munchkinlander skipped and huffed to the ninth circle. Whinging, Rain tried to folow,
but she was stopped at the seventh circle by the explosion into the eighth of a smal whirlwind of
feathers and beaks. A Wren with a grandmotherly frown had landed onto the bricks in front of them.
She was flustered and out of breath.

“No time for nursery games,” panted the Wren. “Unless you fly, me duckies, you’l have enough time
to skip stones in the Afterlife.”

“Sassy thing,” said the dwarf. “Are you available to stay for supper? We’l serve roast Wren.”

“I cain’t spend precious moments in foolflummery. I been hunting a while.” She was having a hard
time talking while catching her breath; her voice came out whistley. “The crazy bird lady asked me to
find you. I folowed the words I saw on the ground. You’re in danger, the blessed lot of you. A
thumping great crew of the Emperor’s nasty-men is on your tail and no mistake. Oh, al is lost! Unless
it ain’t.” It took them a while to piece together the sily creature’s message. The soldiers were armed
and mounted. They’d interviewed the Bird Woman of the Disappointments, and wrung from her the
information that the company of the Clock had passed that way, al jolylike and worms for brekkie.

“I wonder what wardrobe I should plan for prison?”” drawled Brrr.

“Begging your pardon, sir, you’l not get the privilege of prison, I bet,” said the Wren. “Not to judge
by them fiercish faces. Why do you /loiter so? Fly, I tel you!”

“I have short legs. [ never move fast,” said Little Daffy. “Maybe we should split up?”’

“It was a nice marriage while it lasted,” said Mr. Boss. “I never thought it would come to this, but
life 1s ful of pleasant shocks.”

“I didn’t mean you and I split up, oaf.”

Ilianora roused to alarm earliest. “Perhaps it’s a sign we should ditch the Clock and take the book;
we can move faster on our own.” The Lion flashed her a warning look; however dizzy this Wren, they
oughtn’t reveal to her that they had any books. But it was too late now.

“If you got the singular volume they’re after, pity upon you,” said the Wren. “Grayce Graeling thought
you might. But the longer you sit here and mul it over, the easier a job to round you up. Those
horsemen on their way are al done up in silver plate, bright as icicles, armed with saw-ribbed



swords and quivers of skiligant arrows.” The dwarf had heard enough. “On we go, then. When you
return to that Bird Woman, tel her we thanked her for the warning.”

“There ain’t a whole lot of her left to thank,” said the Wren. “Ozspeed, you little egglings. Wind
under your wings and al that. I’ sing out to alert what remains of the Conference of the Birds that I
saw you safe, once upon a time, and I left you safe. What happens next belongs to your decisions, and
to luck. Is that girl who I guesses she i1s?”

“Don’t go,” said Rain. Brrr and Ilianora looked at each other. Even in the face of mortal danger
parents are attentive to the smalest improvements in the capacities of their children.

“I’1 sing you cover best I can,” said the Wren kindly. “If you’re looking for Lir, he’s wel hid. But
what a sight for sore eyes you’d provide him, on some happy day! Meanwhile, I’ve done me best, and
now you do yours.”

IL.

Having finaly been roused to worry, they made up for lost time. “We’re history,” said Little Daffy.
“Even without the Clock, we can’t move faster than soldiers on horseback. Not with a child.”

“I can run faster than you can,” said Rain.
“I know. We’re both three feet tal but ’'m two feet stout.”
“We’re not ditching the Clock,” said Mr. Boss. “That’s a nonstarter.”

They were hurrying along; their chatter was nervous chatter. “Why armor, at this time of year?” asked
the Lion.

Little Daffy spoke up. “Against some sort of spel, hammered metal can afford a minimal protection.
Or it can at least slow down a spel’s effectiveness.”

“You’re not a witch, except in the boudoir. Are you? You witch,” huffed her husband, almost
admiringly.

“It’s no secret that some professional people can manage a bit of magic in their own line of work.
Sister Doctor and I used to sew sheets of hammered tin into our clothes when we worked among the
Yunamata, for instance. The mineral prophylactic. Only common sense.”

“Can you do us something useful? A pair of seven-league boots for each of us, to settle us more
deeply into the safer mess of Quadling jungle?”

“I’l need two pair,” said Brrr. “Though I’d also accept a seven-league settee.”

“Bring me an ingrown toenail and I’l trim it without my sewing scissors,” huffed Little Daffy. “That’s
about the size of what I can do, people. Anyway, even the most powerful enchanter doesn’t have the
power to do anything he or she might want. Only certain things. No one can point a finger at a dozen



horsemen and turn them, poof, into a dozen doughnuts. No one can, as a single campaign, magicaly
remove the Emperor from his throne, nor bring Elphaba back from the dead. Magic powers are
limited to start with, and more limited by the history and aptitudes of the person attempting a spel.”

“Look,” cried Rain. Brrr turned, aware that for once she was paying more attention than the rest of
them.

Across the open meadows through which they were hurrying, they saw a clot of horsemen emerge
from around a stand of larches, miles back. With a zealotry of spear and sawtooth sword. If the
companions could see the horsemen, they could be seen too. It could be mere moments before the
kettledrumming of horses at galop.

“We’re lost,” cried the dwarf. “Brrr, take the girl onto your back; you can cover the ground faster.”

“Anything to get rid of her, eh?” roared the Lion. He turned once, three times, five in desperate
circles. The cart turned with him. He was tempted by the moral acceptability of a personal escape for
himself in the service of guarding a human girl—but then he set his pace forward again. “I’m not
leaving the book to the Emperor,” he growled, “nor the rest of you to the Emperor’s spears.”

“We should fly,” cried Rain, “din’t the Wren say we should fly?”

“Now 1sn’t the time to discuss figurative language,” ventured Little Daffy, “not when our livers are
about to be diced in situ.” She puled herself up onto the Clock, where Rain and the dwarf were
already riding.

Rain gave out as much of a curse as she could, given that her fund of vocabulary remained on the
spare side. She crab-walked up the side of the Clock and put her foot upon one of the long wrought-
iron hands on the time face. “I seen a real dragon that could fly. This one knows about it as good as I
do,” she cried. Using the leathery flaps of the wings to scurry higher, she eventualy thumped the
dragon on its reticulated proboscis. “Fly, you stupid worm, and do the work you was made to do!”

Maybe she’d hit a secret lever or a magic nerve stil potentialy alert while the rest of the Clock
remained paralyzed. The great wings shook. Browned leaves and the husks of forest insects dusted
out upon them. The creak, when the salowwood ribs attained their fulest extension, was like the snap
of an umbrela when it catches. The batlike wingspan reached twenty-eight or thirty feet from tip to tip.

“Pretty, en’t it,” said the dwarf. “If they didn’t see us before, they’l see us now. We’re a whole
dragon-cloud on their horizon, soon as they look to their left.” A cry of discovery. The avalanching
sound of horses’ hooves. As Brrr strained to pul even harder, he noticed that the wind had swung
round. It had been blowing from the north, bringing with it the cool of Gilikin summer farmland, but
now from the west the wind picked up with a sudden, drier emphasis. As i1f it meant business.

The wings of the dragon caught the wind and bilowed, to the extent that aging leather, softened by
time, can bilow. The wagon moved faster as if loaned spirit by the weather. “Whoa!” cried Ilianora.
She scooped herself onto a running board.



Rain perched forward like a gargoyle on a chapel parapet. She hopped up and down on the shoulders
of the dragon, looking forward, not scared at al, as the Clock accelerated.

If it starts to fly, thought Brrr, I’l be hanging from the hasps of this cart like a kitten sagging out of the
mouth of 1ts mother. He couldn’t stop to disengage from the harness, though. There was no time. The
Clock hurried on.

Brrr didn’t think the dragon could outpace military steeds, but maybe the horses had been ridden hard.
By the time the Lion had either to pause or else risk a coronary, the assemblage had mounted a slight
slope of the Yelow Brick Road and descended the other side. The gravity hurried them al the faster,
into a copse that promised, just beyond, a deeper forest. Affording a smal window of time to
strategize before their predators were upon them.

The dragon’s wings folded so suddenly that Rain tumbled forward to the pavement. She didn’t
complain about the scratches on her dirty limbs, the little blood. She had that look a child has only a
few times in its life, when the child has bettered her betters. The expression isn’t smug, though adults
often take it for smugness. It’s something else. Maybe relief at having confirmed through personal
experience the long-held suspicion of our species, that the enchanted world of childhood is merely a
mask for something else, a more subtle and paradoxical magic.

As if Rain’s enthusiasm had caled it into being, they soon came to an opportunity. A fork in Yelow
Brick Road. A high section running along a ridge, a lower road, perhaps an older line that had been
superseded by later engineers. Mr. Boss selected the descending road, as it looked more brambly.
Sure enough, the scrub trees and snarled hedges snapped back into place after the Clock pushed
through, providing the companions deeper cover, hiding evidence of the choice they’d made. At least
for the time being.

That night the dwarf said to Rain, “You made the dragon fly. Could’ve tickled me in the tickle zone
with a tickle wheel. A good job, that. I guess you can stay.”

“I already stayed,” said Rain.

I12.

They couldn’t imagine giving their pursuers the slip so easily, but it seemed so. A good thing too:
another day or two, and the forest had petered out entirely. Pale meadows rounded beside them like
bilowing sheets being flapped dry by two laundresses. Here and there a ril wandered past them, and
the company could pause to rinse a cup or soak a sore heel. They didn’t pause for long.

The little girl, thought Brrr, seems more thriled than frightened by the urgency. Though he offered to
carry Rain on his back, she preferred to walk and she didn’t tire. She often sprang ahead as he
imagined his own cub might have done, had he been sprightly enough to father a cub. He had to resist
the urge to cuff her, not out of annoyance but love. She seemed not to appreciate the stress beneath
which her companions lumbered.

And then he thought, Oh, sweet Ozma. She doesn 't understand it. Deep down, she doesn’t get it. She



is younger than her years. Is she simple? She doesn’t know that the world is made up of accidents
jackknifed into every moment, waiting to spring out. Of poison saturating one mushroom and not
another. Of pox and pestilence accordion-pleated in the drawing room drapes, ready to spread when
the drapes are drawn of a chily evening. Of disaster stitched in the seam of every delight. The fire ant
in the sugar bowl. The serpent in the raspberries, as the old stories had it. She doesn’t know enough
to worry. She hasn’t been educated enough to fret.

The General had been teaching her how to read her letters, but she hadn’t learned how to read the
world.

The old branch line of the Yelow Brick Road began to peter out. Local scavengers with building
projects of their own had dug up the looser bricks in such a patchwork fashion that traveling the road
became difficult. Around here, the meadowgrass to either side grew more serrated. It scratched
against them, as if each frond were rimmed with salt crystals. Then, at last, the white meadows
dipped into the first stand of something more like jungle than forest.

They didn’t expect to find the going easy, as the Clock was tal and the growth was dense, but nor did
they expect that the swift change in climate would surprise them with a huge increase in native
population. Not forty feet under the canopy of marsh-jungle they were deafened by the jaw-jaw of
life. Cawing birds and scolding monkeys. Ten thousand industrious insects chewing, sawing, fighting,
digging, dragging, battling, zizzing by. The vines puled away like spun-sugar candy. The Clock drove
in deeper. The noise itself was a kind of camouflage, and welcome.

The first afternoon in the badlands, Little Daffy identified a plant whose smal quilted leaves, when
snapped open, oozed with an unguent that repeled mosquitoes. The need was urgent enough that the
adult companions ventured out to harvest a goodly supply. For her safety, though, Rain was shoveled
into the body of the Clock. Protected from mosquitoes there, and also from getting lost. She could tend
to wander, thoughtlessly, and a jungle was no place for that.

Rain hadn’t often been in such an enclosed space. The great gears made of carved wood rose like
clock faces, while those of hammered iron lay horizontal. The wooden ones smiled, but some of their
teeth were splintered or missing. The iron gears looked more treacherous, as if they would stop for no
mouse or magician, but chew up history any way they liked.

The dust-silted interior of the Clock was al-business—a different world from the gilded scrolwork of
the outside. The air was drier in here, less punitive. Greenish banyan light seeped in where a board
had warped or a shutter failed to hang true. She felt like a new seed in the green light of undergrowth,
or a fish in scummy shalows.

Almost lackadaisicaly a twiglet of moss, sort of brown and green both, began poking through a crack
at the bottom of one of the shutters. Thinner than a pencil, more like a pipette. It was joined by
another, and then a third and a fourth. The sensate tentacles stiffly carved out half circles in the dust,
reaching in, probing. Rain didn’t know what they were, but they were animated and curious.

There was room for them; they could come in. But try as she might, she couldn’t budge the shutter
door. She was trapped in here until her companions opened the door from the outside.



If anything happens to the Clock’s minders, she finaly thought (and this was perhaps the first time
Rain had ever thought conditionaly), I’l be locked up here tight as Lady Glinda in her housey house.

She couldn’t hear any noise from outside. No chittering of mob monkeys. No appreciations of one’s
own remarkable plumage by the teenage birds. Instead she sensed a kind of hush, a seasoned thickness
of sound.

Oh, but those little crab-fingered fingerlings realy wanted to get in! Now some were trying to claw up
through an old knothole whose bole had aged and didn’t sit true in the plank. Six or eight of those
strands poked up. If she could only knock the bole out, they could swarm in, maybe. She hit it
tentatively with her hand but she couldn’t focus her force enough to make a difference. She saw that
the back side of the wagon, through the screen of meshing gears and flywheels and pendulums, was
also being explored for entrance by a host of twitching finger-limbs. But here came the dwarf opening
her door, and the spiderlets melted away.

“Free and clear,” he said, “we’ve done ravaging the forest for medicinal help.”
“Did you see them twiggy spider folks? Where’s they get to?”

“What’re you on about? Al we saw were buzz-bugs the size of luncheon plates.” The dwarf and Little
Dafty and Ilianora insisted that the Clock hadn’t been besieged by anything. The Lion, who had kept
an eye on the Clock even while scavenging, told Rain she was inventing things. “It sounds nasty,” he
told her. “Like giant bedbugs. You’re trying to terrorize me. It isn’t hard to do, I realize, but just stop
it. You know how I despise spiders.”

“I didn’t make ’em up.” Rain described their legs or fingers as best she could, but none of the party
had seen a single creature like that, let along a posse of them. Little Daffy gave Rain a tonic to calm
her nerves, but the girl threw up. She didn’t want her nerves either calmed or inflamed. She wanted
the spiders to come back and tel her what the spider world was like.

Near sunset a human creature came slinking through the jungley-woods. He was neither a northern
soldier, tal and armored, nor a Munchkinlander outcast. He looked more like a local drunk. His
coloring was dark and his clothing brief. Knitting needles pinned the lanky hair piled on his head. On
his back he carried a basket filed with mushrooms of a certain heft and texture and stink.

At first he spoke to them in a language they didn’t understand, but he made an effort to remember
another tongue, and tried again. He was a scavenger plying his trade, and he could offer the more
potent of wild mushrooms rooms for sale. Very very good specimens very very rare. Little Dafty
looked interested, as she knew the medicinal properties of his stock, but Mr. Boss cut her off and said
they had no use for recreational fungi.

The native never told them his name, but he recognized at once that the company must be the prey of
the Emperor’s soldiers, of whom he had heard the gossip. Rain wondered from whom: Parrots?

Monkeys? Spiders?



Haltingly, Heart-of-Mushroom told them, “’Your soldiers? They looking for you stil. But emergency
make them to divert from their task. They are not to give up too quick-like. They to return. Risky if
you to go on, but more deeper riskiness if you to stay put.”

“Wel, that’s a nice menu to choose from,” said Mr. Boss. “And you look as if you wouldn’t hesitate to
turn us in.”

“I to sel mushrooms, not people,” he replied, taking no offense. He flicked open his loincloth and
urinated on the ground between them. Was this a gesture of disdain, or a proof of nonaggression, or
merely sign of a ful bladder? Brrr thought, Wel, if I ever get back to high society, there’s a new trick
to try out in a crowd.

The man said, “Emperor’s men not welcome in Quadling Country. Heart-of-Mushroom not to sel
information to bad men.” He took a mushroom from his basket, scrubbed it against the hair in his
armpit, and took a bite. When he offered it around, everyone professed to be ful.

The Lion said, “Would it be better for us to leave the Yelow Brick Road and cut across country?”’

The Quadling shook his head. “You are safer on the road of yelow brick. The trees and vines and
clinging growth only thicken as you go south. Also jungle leopard to make short meal of you.”

“I can take on a jungle leopard,” said Brrr.

The mushroom vendor snorted and took another nibble. “Also forest harpie and smal vicious deadly
jungle dormouse.”

“Wel, then,” said Brrr. “I take your point.”

“But even if you not to believe me, you to think of your baggage,” he concluded. “Quadling Country is
wet to the shin.” He looked at the dwarf and then at the Munchkinlander. “Or to the waist. You to be
bogged down in mud. Easy for soldiers to catch and kil. But yelow road is built dry and high. You to
move deeper from your enemies that way. Faster away from the north.”

“But they’l folow the Yelow Brick Road toward Qhoyre, surely,” said Brrr. “They’l move faster than
we can. I’m surprised they haven’t caught up with us yet. What was the emergency that diverted
them?”

“They stumble upon rogue dragon,” said Heart-of-Mushroom. “Not ticky-toy thing like yours. Real
one. They stop to try to capture it but cannot to manage it. It fly away. So now they to take up hunt for
you again.”

“They saw a dragon close up, and I en’t seen nothing but spiders?” Rain was incensed.
“But if we stay on this road—they’l be folowing us,” persisted Brrr.

“No road goes only one way. When engineers to build the only dry access info Quadling homeland,
they also build only dry access out of Quadling homeland. So when EC soldiers betray Quadling



hosts and kil and steal and burn their bridges? EC soldiers walking away on Yelow Brick Road make
easy target for Quadling dart and Quadling arrow.” He spat out a mushroom bug and cursed in
Qua’ati.

“Quadlings not to kissy kiss EC soldiers any more.”

“What’s to stop your countrymen from shooting at us?” said the Lion. “I’m from Gilikin originaly, and
my wife is from the Vinkus. Little Daffy is a Munchkinlander, and Mr. Boss—"

“I’mundeclared,” said Mr. Boss.

“We’re a walking galery of the enemies of the Quadlings. And you’d send us down Slaughter Aley?
Hardly sociable,” finished Brrr.

“Not so0,” said the Quadling. “You have your rafiqi, and Quadlings to give you safe passage.” He
bowed just a little to Rain. “She is Quadling, no?”” Brrr looked at the girl. He hadn’t thought of her as
positioned anywhere in Oz, ethnicaly speaking. But Brrr could see what the mushroom peddler meant.
Rain’s face was somewhat heart shaped, a little flatter than those of her companions. Her lips fuler.
You couldn’t say that her skin was as ruddy as Heart-of-Mushroom’s, but now, in this light, maybe...

Brrr caught the eye of Mr. Boss. “So the Clock told you to beware of a little girl. Did it. I think the
Clock was just jealous. We got ourselves an ambassador.” The itinerant vendor spoke to Rain in
Qua’ati. She didn’t notice he was addressing her.

“Not to mind,” he told them. “My people to see what I can see. She is to promise you safe passage on
the Road.” He nibbled another portion of his wares and smiled balefuly. “Qhoyre 1s big city where
you can to lose yourself. Such a smal band of soldiers wil not dare to folow you into Qhoyre. You to
be safe there.”

“Safe from soldiers,” said Mister Boss. “How about invisible spiders?”

They tried to explain what Rain claimed to have seen. “Maybe the Emperor has trained bloodhound
spiders through the magic he denies everyone else?” asked Ilianora.

“Invisible spiders,” said the Lion. “Did I mention that even visible spiders cause me angina of the
psyche?” They never learned what Heart-of-Mushroom thought about invisible spiders, for at their
very mention he paled. In a moment he’d melted away back into the forest, for al practical purposes
having gone invisible himself.

“Another one who didn’t come along,” said Rain. “We isn’t too friendified, is we.”
13.

The Quadling’s terror at spiders that only Rain had seen made the adults more squeamish than ever.
Rain, however, experienced a sort of gingery buckling sensation inside. People couldn’t see the
spiders and they couldn’t see inside of her—they hadn’t been able to figure out that she’d been teling
the truth.



An apprenhension of isolation—that sudden realization of the privacy of one’s most crucial
experiences—usualy happens first when a child is much younger than Rain was now. The sensation is
often alarming. Alone as a goose in a gale, as the saying has it. Rain felt anything but alarmed,
though. The invisible world—the world of her instincts—though solitary, was real.

They heard her singing that night, a rhyme of her own devising.
Spidery spiders in the wood

No one knows you very good.

No one can and no one should.

4.

The deeper they penetrated into Quadling homelands, the more signs they saw of Quadling activity.
Rushes laid out on the margins of the Yelow Brick Road to dry in the sun. Donkey dung and human
feces. A broken harness for a water buffalo. Meanwhile, no alarums of horse hooves sounded behind
them. The Yelow Brick Road south of Gilikin and Munchkinland might be Slaughter Aley, but not for
a band of irregulars accompanied by a child with evident Quadling blood.

They made sure to keep Rain front and center, on the Clock’s most prominent seat. No one much
believed in the spidery figments, but neither did they believe in taking chances with Quadling poison-
tipped arrows.

“I’d like to know what our intention is, when we arrive in Qhoyre,” Ilianora said as they made an
evening meal of poached garmot and swamp tomato. They sat right in the middle of the road, their
cooking fire banked up upon the brick. “We’re about to have obeyed the advice mimed out of the
Grimmerie. We’l have stuck together and gotten south. But what next? And why? We’re going to take
a flat there?

Start a plantantion to harvest mildew? Set up a circus? Learn Qua’ati?”

“Tut tut, my little Minxy-Mouth of the Marshgrass.” The dwarf fingered out a fishbone. Marriage had
eased his nerves somewhat. “No one knows where home is until it’s too late to escape it. We’l know
what to do when we know what to do.”

“Qhoyre can’t be anyone’s home,” argued Ilianora. “Otherwise so many Quadlings wouldn’t have
migrated into the northern cities.”

“What is the world after Qhoyre?” asked Rain, who seldom listened to their discussions.
Mr. Boss shrugged. “The Road peters out, as [ understand it, but Quadling Country squelches on.”

“Oh, even Quadling Country ends, eventualy,” said Little Daffy. “At least according to the lessons in
map reading we got in petty nursery. The province meets up with the ring of desert that surrounds al
of Oz.”



“But what’s after the desert?”” asked Rain.
“More desert,” said the Munchkinlander. “Oz is it, sweetheart.”

“To hear Ozians speak, other places don’t exist,” said Mr. Boss. “There’s no place to the north, like
Quox, for instance, except as a supply of fine brandy and the source of a certain plummy accent. Ev,
to the south over the sands, doesn’t realy exist—it wouldn’t dare. But oh, we do like our Ev tobacco
if a shipment gets through.” Rain scowled. She didn’t understand irony. The dwarf, more respectful of
Rain now that she was their de facto rafiqi, took pity and explained. “Oz isn’t surrounded by sands.
It’s enislanded in its own self-importance.”

“Hey, Oz 1s bigger than Ev or Quox or Fliaan,” said Brrr in mock effrontery. “Those dinky sinkholes
are hickabily city-states founded by desert tribespeople.”

“Who cares what’s outside of Oz?” agreed the dwarf. “No one goes there. Oz loves itself enough not
to care about provincial outposts.”

“But after the deserts?” said Rain.

“Ah, the innocent stupidity of kids,” said the dwarf. ““You might as wel ask what is behind the stars,
for al we’l ever know. The sands aren’t deadly, that’s just the public relations put out by edge
communities. Not that I’m proposing we keep dropping south to become nomads in bed linens. The
deserts aren’t hospitable. It’s where dragons come from, for one thing.”

“She wants to know where we’re headed, that’s al,” said Ilianora. “I’m with her on this.”

“Headed to tomorrow. Equaly impossible to tel what’s on the other side of that, but we’l find out
when we get there,” said the dwarf. “Everyone, stop your beefing. You’re giving me cramps.” The
tomorrows began to blur. In a climate that seemed to know nothing but one season of growth, maturity,
decay, al happening simultaneously, perpetualy, even time seemed to lose its coherence. The company
grew quieter but their unhappinesses didn’t subside. The cost of wandering without a named
destination was proving steep.

Eventualy the Yelow Brick Road petered out—brick by brick, almost—but the tramped track
remained wide enough to accommodate the Clock of the Time Dragon. The signs of human enterprise
grew more numerous. The companions began to spot Quadlings in trees, in flatboats, even on the mud-
rutted road. The natives gave the company of the Clock a wide berth but a respectful one. Brrr
observed that Quadlings, the butt of ethnic smears al over Oz, seemed in their own homeland to be
more capable of courtesy to strangers than Munchkinlanders or Gilikinese.

Ilianora put her veil back upon her brow despite the steamy everlastingness of jungle summer.

There was no good way to avoid Qhoyre. The provincial capital had colonized al the dry land making
up the isthmus-among-the-reeds upon which it squatted. And squatted was the word. Brrr, who had
lived in the Emerald City and in Shiz, knew capital cities to be places of pomp and self-approval.
Qhoyre looked mostly like a colection of hangars for the drying of rice. Indeed, Brrr reasoned, that



was probably how the city began.

At ground level, the stuccoed administration buildings showcased an extravagance of softstone
carvings both profane and devotional. Above them, ornament was abandoned for louvers, weathered
out of plumb, and perforated screens of raffia or stone. Shabby, genteel. The hulks of Rice House and
Ruby House and the Bureau of Tariffs and Marsh Law—titles carved not in Qua’ati but in Ozish even
Rain could now read—loomed beside soapbone shops that wobbled on stilts above household pork-
pen and pissery. But government house and grocery alike featured spavinned roofbeams. To swale
away monsoon-burst, Brrr later figured out. Sensible in that climate, though the first impression was
of a dignified old city in its dotage.

The Quadlings swarmed about the companions without evident panic. “They never heard of the
Clock,” said Mr. Boss under his breath. “How bizarre. They don’t want a glimpse of the future from
us. We could retire here, no?”

“No,” said Ilianora, spooked by the crowds.

To Brrr’s eye the Quadlings seemed louche and convivial. They’d survived al attempts by unionist
ministers to convert them, preferring their own obscure daliance with fetishes, radishes, and the odd
augury by kittle-stones. Stals on the edge of market squares might be shrines or chapels, or then again
they might be the tipping place for one’s household refuse. Little Daffy, with her Munchkinlander’s
lust for a good scrub, was appaled. “It’s not even the nakedness behind those loincloths,” she said.
“It’s that you can see they haven’t even washed wel back there.” With aggressive cleanliness she took
to pumicing her own face on the hour.

When the company paused for the night in a blameless nook, natives emerged from aleys and mews-
ways to bring rattan trays of steaming red rice and fresh fruit and stinking vegetables. They set their
offerings before Rain as if she were their local girl made good, and skittered away. “Monkey
people,” said Little Daffy.

Rain showed no particular interest in this population to whom, Brrr conceded, she did bear some
resemblance. She tried to make friends with the myriad hairless white dogs who cowered
everywhere, under open staircases of cedar and rope. Rain put out rice and then fruit, and they would
venture forth to sniff at the offering, but scurry back. She tried with some of the brown vegetables, the
ones like voluted woody asparagus, and they also turned up their snouts at that. Then she arranged
some of the asparagus into a few words—FOR YOU. EAT. So they did.

“How does she do that?” asked the dwarf of Brrr. “Have you any idea?”

“I’m the muscle in this outfit, you’re the brains,” replied the Lion. “As long as they don’t come and
eat us, [ don’t care how she does it. Are they dogs?”

“Or rats. Or weasels.”

The torpor of the climate induced a lethargy that the companions didn’t mind indulging; they’d been
moving about for some time now. Easier to have your meals delivered than to press on with no



assurance of decent foraging ahead. “We’l know when it’s time to go,” said Mr. Boss, from the
hammock he had strung between the post of a bat house and a nearby wrinkleroot tree. “Climb up here
and get cozy with me, wife.”

“It’s the middle of the afternoon and that’s a see-through hammock,” protested Little Daffy.

“They don’t mind.” And it was true; the Quadlings acted on their impulses when so inclined, without
shame or secrecy. Interestingly, Rain seemed not to notice, either. The innocence of that child, thought
Brrr, was troubling when it wasn’t refreshing.

The dwarf and Little Daffy didn’t budge from the vicinity where they’d stodged the Clock. “We have
to guard the book,” they reminded Ilianora languidly. “You’re feeling antsy about our prospects, you
go find someone to talk to.”

Brrr’s wife held out as long as she could, but finaly she wrapped her shawl so tightly around herself
that only her eyes showed, and she began to explore the town on her own. She was looking for
someone who could translate Qua’ati for them. She found an old woman in a tobacco shop whose feet
had been chewed off by an aligator but who could hobble about on sticks. Ilianora persuaded her to
come back to the Clock. The nearly deaf old woman agreed to answer what of their questions she
could in exchange for a salve that Little Daffy swore would regenerate her feet—but not for a year,
which would give them plenty of time to get far away from her. “Anyway, she’s not going to run after
us protesting, is she,” murmured Little Daffy to the others, sotto voce.

Her name, as near as they could make it out, was Chalotin. A bitter orange rind of a woman passing
herself off as a seer. Brrr, who not long ago had spent some intense hours with old Yackle, could tel
the difference between chalk and chocolate. Chalotin was rather thin chalk.

Stil, for an old broad she pivoted about on impressively flexible haunches. She ran pinkish fingertips
over her perfect ancient teeth as she told them what she knew.

Yes, she said, though the Emperor’s forces got no love no more, no more, they stil made a preemptory
show of authority every now and then. The only way they ever arrived was the High Parade, the route
the company of the Clock had taken—what was left of the Yelow Brick Road. Quadlings let them
pass as long as they marched in dress uniform rather than field garb. They never came in the rainy
season, though. Or never yet.

“So they could tromp in any day,” confirmed Brrr in a soft roar, that she could hear him.
Yes, her shrugging expression implied. Wouldn’t put it past *em.
“Where do they set up?”

“One of the government houses.” Warming to her subject, she told them that the EC had once kept a
firmer grip on Quadling Country, dating al the way back to the days of the Wizard, when the extension
of the Yelow Brick Road first alowed swamp engineers to come in and cul the mud flats of their
rubies.



“Emeralds from the northeast, rubies from the south,” said Mr. Boss. “No wonder the Emerald City
got so powerful, filching from al over. I suppose there are diamonds in hidden caves in the Vinkus?”
He looked at Ilianora hopefuly. “We could al maybe get filthy stinking rich back at your place?”

Chalotin didn’t care about rubies except to say that in the act of diving for them, the swamp miners
from the EC had upset the crops of vegetable pearls harvested out near Ovvels. It had taken three
decades for the agrarian economy to begin to recover, she said, and she predicted it would take three
decades more before the natives of Quadling Country could rise to the level of poverty they’d once
enjoyed.

“We are no longer friendly to our overlords,” she finished, spitting, but smiling nicely too. “We are
polite but we don’t let them to stay. Not after the burning of the bridge at Bengda. That massacre. Not
after attack by flying dragons.”

“Dragons,” said Rain, looking up. “Have you seen a flying dragon?”

Chalotin made a gesture to ward off the notion. “When the EC to set flying dragons upon us, oh, years
ago, a ful five miles of swamp burn south of Ovvels. That much Chalotin know for herself, back when
Chalotin could both to walk and to swim. But no dragons since then, no no.”

“So why aren’t your patriotic felow citizens tossing us out on our arses?” asked Mr. Boss.

She replied that the presence of such a young rafiqi required of the Quadlings basic hospitality and
even assistance. She indicated Rain when she spoke, but Rain had lost interest and was crawling
around in the dirt, pretending to be one of those white hairless dogs.

“How do we get out of here then?” said Ilianora. “We don’t want to be cornered in Qhoyre if the
Emperor is about to send a brigade in after us.” Chalotin explained that the Yelow Brick Road only
went as far south as here because beyond Qhoyre, arcing first to the southwest and then toward the
north, a fairly dry and passable berm already existed.

Whether 1t was a natural feature of the land or the remains of ancient earthworks, no one knew, but if
the companions left Qhoyre by the road near the Mango Altar they’d be safe and dry.

“Though if the rains to start, to be careful not to step off the high road,” said Chalotin. “Chalotin not to
believe that your dragony cart is also boat.”

“Where wil that take us, though? An endless circle around Quadling Country?” asked Ilianora. “I’m
done with circling!” Chalotin had had enough. She insisted that Little Daffy supply the salve that
would regenerate her missing feet, and when the Munchkinlander came out with a smal pot of
something rather like cold cream, Chalotin took a portion on her finger and swalowed it. She
grimaced but pronounced it useful, if not as a medicinal unguent then as a dip for fennel.

From off her shoulder she puled a belted sack. Rain wriggled closer to look at it. A lake shel of some
sort, larger than anything Rain had ever seen on the shores of Restwater. “What’s that, with al its
points?” asked Rain, indicating the reticulated spine of it.



“Deep magic, you buy?”” asked Chalotin. “Cheapy cheap for you.”
“What kind of magic?” asked the girl.

“You can’t buy magic,” protested the dwarf, and then, in a softer voice, added, “Of course, you can’t
buy feet, either.”

“The Emperor is caling in al magic tools and torques,” said Brrr, thinking he might wheedle the shel
out of the old biddy without having to fling coin at her. Nice to supply Rain with her first toy. “That
contingent arrives from the EC and finds you with something powerful, you’l need more than new feet
to get away safely.”

“How magic could it be, anyway, if you can’t summon up your own feet?” said Little Daffy, playing
along.

“It makes noise,” Chalotin told them, and showed them how to blow it like a horn. “The tip has to be
broken first. But Chalotin say: this shel not to sing its voice. This shel to listen to. Conch to talk to
you.

Conch to tel you what it know.”
“No magic. No buy,” said Mr. Boss. “No good. No deal.”
“Wel, we have no coin of the traditional sort,” said Brrr, hoping to force a negotiation of some sort.

“What does the shel say?” asked Rain, nearly breathless with hope. But the old woman scurried
backward and shook her head. Without another word she headed down the lane, galumphing along as
wel as she could on her stumps.

“Wait,” caled Mr. Boss. “One more thing.”
Chalotin turned but didn’t stop moving away.
“What are these white critters? Are they puppies?”

“They to be albinoid otters,” she replied. “Smart to avoid them. They to overrun Qhoyre for long long
time. When the rice terraces burn, the otters they to lose their protective coloring. Before that no one
realize they color from their diet. Now they safer among pale stone buildings than in green-purple
swamp. So they to overrun Qhoyre and to mess in the silk farms and to eat the worms. Bad fal of
letter-sticks.

Bad tumble of dominoes.”
“What color are they usualy?”

“Rice otters? Green of course. To swim in paddies and marsh.” Chalotin crab-walked away then, and
Brrr joined the others in discussing how quickly they might get out of Qhoyre, while they stil had their



own feet attached. Teasing and tempting the nearer rice otters, Rain wandered about, disappearing for
a time and appearing again, a child with her own shadowy concerns among the green shadows of a

busy neighborhood.

“But what are you doing with that?”” asked Little Daffy at dinner, when Rain showed up with the shel.
She checked her purse to make sure Rain hadn’t stolen any farthings. “Did you steal any of my cash?”
She shook her head. “Stole the shel,” she replied.

Little Daffy and Ilianora lit into Rain, but good. Had she learned nothing about honor, about moral
competence? What was she thinking?

“You told her you could grow her some new feet,” said Rain. The equivalency of the crimes was
debatable, but the girl effectively shut up her elders anyway.

The company left the capital of Quadling Country the next day, doing a favor for their hosts without
meaning to. In the early morning, before everyone was awake, Rain had tried to blow a sound from
the conch.

She couldn’t hear what noise it might have made, but some several hundred white otters congregated
around the Clock. The pack folowed the companions past the Mango Altar and out along the high
dusty road into deepening jungle. The stink was horrific, but at least the pack lagged about a half mile
behind them. It was like being dogged by a murky white afghan whose segments came apart and
rejoined at wil.

Neither Rain nor the adults were sure whether to be pleased or alarmed, but they could hear the sound
of humans cheering from the squat cityscape behind them.

“Is that why the book sent us south?”” muttered Ilianora. “So we could liberate a foreign capital of its
pests?”

“We could look at the book agin,” said Rain, slyly enough. “If you en’t sure it was teling us to go
south, let’s see. Mebbe now it’l say go north, or go to the desert.” But the Grimmerie wouldn’t open
for them this time. Perhaps, thought Brrr, it had heard Rain’s suggestion that Yackle was warning
them to get away from it. It was sulking. Anyway, keeping its own counsel, much as any unread book
does.

Maybe we would be better off without 1t?

Then Brrr thought, maybe Chalotin set Rain up to steal that shel. If al magic totems are forbidden,
Chalotin herself might be safer to be shy of a powerful item.

Oooh, but what a narcotic, paranoia.
IS.

Rain had never taken into account creatures en masse. To her, the companions of the Clock retained a
stubborn and incomprehensible separateness. But the otters conjoined like individual autumn leaves



into a single pile.

She remembered the original lonely fish against her finger, the mouse in the field that was her oldest
memory—maybe these were instances of aberration. Single creatures in their single lives.

One rice otter, maybe a little bit smaler than its mates, had a slightly rosier cast. (She couldn’t tel
genders even when they were fucking; they seemed entirely too limber to be limited to a single
gender. She found herself thinking of the rosier one as i¢.) Since she could identify it in the horde, she
cared for it more than the others.

Miles beyond Qhoyre, miles beyond the ruins of Bengda on Waterslip, the rains began. A throng of
pilgrims huddling under palmetto leaves, on their way back to Qhoyre from some ceremony in the
swamplands, said in kitchen Ozish that the high city of Ovvels was only a day or two away. The
companions would find succor there for the rest of the rainy season if they pressed on, said the
pilgrims. Though the pilgrims might have softened their promise of a welcome if they’d known about
the white river of otters folowing like a scourge behind.

High city? In this lowland swamp? What could that mean?

They found out. The track on which the companions had traipsed from Qhoyre slowly raised itself on
gravel-banked shoulders. The ramp proved so slight an incline that Brrr hardly felt the strain, even
though the wheels sucked into the mud. On either side of the highway—a literal highway—grew a
town much smaler than Qhoyre, and more real, in a way. Ancient suppletrees, knitting their elbows
together, supported smal huts from which walkways were slung. A vilage of treehouses. Every roof
was palmettoed, every window netted with gauzlin. Even in the drenching, some people were fishing
from their front doors with strings let down into the swamp.

“Bird people!” cried Rain, though in many ways they proved to be more like fish people.

The main track on which the companions had arrived leveled out on top of a thick wal built of granite
blocks. Twenty, twenty-four feet high, and just as wide. “Quadling know-how isn’t up to this job. The
flatboat to haul such heavy stone has never been built. This wal was here long before the town,” said

Mr. Boss.

“But the stones must have been cut by masons, and laid by engineers, time out of mind,” said the Lion.
“If the Quadlings didn’t build this, some earlier population did.” Rain ran her hand over marks left in
the surface by ancient adzes and chisels.

The characteristic hospitality of Quadlings asserted itself. Some kind of mayoral commission dragged
itself together to negotiate lodging for the itinerants. The side of the wal that slanted northeast had
been fitted with ledges and steps leading to cels and stals. Maybe dug out by later generations. The
company could take their choice of rooms. The floors might be muddy, but there were shelves on
which the companions could dryly sleep.

It was a simple enough matter to drag the Clock into a barnlike warehouse in which it just fit, to cover
the thing with banyan leaves until the rain moved over. The natives were fascinated by it, but Mr.



Boss said, “Go away. No looky look.”

Rain was beginning to cal the rosy-chinned otter Tay, after a Qua’ati word fe, meaning “friend.” Rain
and Tay slept in a cel with the Lion and Ilianora. Mr. Boss and Little Daffy took a chamber beyond
that.

Rain would rather have been in a tree.

She instructed the other otters to sleep outside. They didn’t mind. She couldn’t tel Brrr how she had
done this. She didn’t know. The otters weren’t talking Animals.

On the outer wal of the defensive rampart, if that’s what it was, the Quadlings had painted ilustrations
of huge glowing fish. Gold and blue, ingesting each other, smiling at each other in passing, eliminating
one another cloacaly. “Is these fish as big as life?” Rain asked Ilianora. “Any fish so big en’t fitting in
any rice paddy.”

“These fish look like giant ancestors dating back to the dawn of the gods. It’s art. Pay it no mind. It’s
al fabrications and lies. I have no patience for lies of any kind, especialy the lies of art.”

“What about the Clock?”” asked Rain. “And what it says, or won’t say?”
[lianora wouldn’t answer.

Rain loved the great staring ovoids. She was living in a wal of fish that were swimming toward her
from the past. She hadn’t thought about the past much—not even her own past—but now her memory
of the fish in the ice pocket accrued some meaning, It had wanted to get back to its gods or its
grandparents. It had had someplace to swim to.

Wouldn’t that be nice, to be a fish. And have someplace to swim to.
I6.

It took a while for the companions to realize that the monsoons weren’t necessarily annual events. A
monsoon began when it began, and it lasted as long as it wanted. Until this one was over there was no
hope to move on. Endless, endless rain. The company of the Clock of the Time Dragon spent almost a
year in Ovvels waiting for a spel clear enough for the high road to dry.

A whole year in which no battalion of pursuers from the Emerald City swam up to the long island of
the high road.

A year in which no foot-free seer from Qhoyre managed to stump up the ramp to demand her money
back or to reclaim her purloined shel.

A year in which no news of the battle between Loyal Oz and Munchkinland seeped into the
backwashes of soggy Quadling Country.

It was, therefore, a year of quiet. Mercy to some—including Rain—and hard luck on others. She



learned to watch her companions more closely, even if she kept her distance.

Mr. Boss declared he’d had decades learning how to kick back when the opportunity presented itself.
He could busy himself, thank you very much. Out of balsa bark he whittled figurines handicapped by
oversize genitalia. To Rain they seemed more dead than mud, and when he wasn’t looking she stole
them and sent them flying through the air, to swim a while and eventualy drown.

She liked stealing things, though most of what she stole she threw away. To rescue it, to liberate it.
The glossy pink shel, with its spiraled belt of spikes and its silky silvered mouth, was an exception.
She kept waiting for it to talk to her.

When Mr. Boss protested that his little people were disappearing, Little Daffy replied, “I think
they’re disgusting, but don’t look at me.” The Munchkinlander whiled away the hours trying to teach
such advanced medicine as she could to the local fish doctors, though with limited resources her
efforts were lacking in smack. The Quadlings took to the Munchkinlander as if she were a kind of toy
grandmother.

Rain heard Brrr mutter that Little Daffy was having too much fun and wouldn’t want to move on when
and if the sun ever returned.

“You think I’m just a rural squash,” the Munchkinlander snapped at the Lion. “You think ’'m drunk on
exotica. You think I’'m going native. Maybe you’ve heard that when I helped my old coleague and
nemesis, Sister Doctor, tend to that ailing Scrow potentate, Princess Nastoya, I fel in love with the
Scrow. Wel, it’s true. I could’ve stayed there. But [ had my caling.”

“I'm your caling now, honeybag,” said Mr. Boss. “Don’t you forget it.”
“You kidnapped me,” she told him. “But bygones be gone, as they say.”

Little Daffy gave up running a rural clinic and took to playing a kind of strip canasta with a bordelo of
Quadling maidens possessed both of loose clothing and morals. When Mr. Boss tried to peer in the
shutters at them, she caled him a perv and slammed them shut. Then the giggles! The dwarf sulked for
a week, fouler than usual.

“Get away from that window or you’l go blind,” he growled at Rain, who was just passing, minding
her own business.

She didn’t answer him, just slid on by. Watching. Adults were more broken than animals, she thought.
She missed the birds of the sky, the big birds: in the jungle, only sodden little feather-flufts hopped
from branch to dripping branch under the jungle canopy.

Every now and then she went to look at the Clock, to see if it had wakened up. She was the only one
to visit it as far as she knew, but the thing stayed frozen, dead as one of the dwarf’s ugly carvings.

For Brrr’s part, the months of inaction made him consider that the one thing that had characterized his
life since infancy was his constant motion. No matter how much he’d enjoyed life among the great and
the good in Shiz or the Emerald City, he wasn’t a house Lion at heart. He was a roving beast. Maybe



his lifelong tendency to take umbrage at minor slights was a symptom of his chronic eagerness to get
going somewhere else. He only ever needed a good reason.

He wouldn’t leave Ilianora, though. He could tel this waiting was hard on her too. Waiting for what?
The book—they had kept trying to open it—offered no further advice. Meanwhile, Ilianora’s veil,
which for so long had stayed down, was raised again, in more ways than one. She lived in a new
silence, and slept with her back to him. They’d never been lovers, of course, not in the physical
sense. But they’d been lovers as most of us manage, loving through expressions and gestures and the
palm set softly upon the bruise at the necessary moment. Lovers by inclination rather than by lust.
Lovers, that is, by love.

So Brrr was cross, too. Everyone was more or less cross except for Rain.

The Quadling children tried to make friends with Rain, but she felt unsure of their intentions. Anyway,
they didn’t like the otters, who bit children when provoked. Though Tay never so much as nibbled at
Rain.

Except a little. And it hardly hurt.

Alone most of the day, Rain was turning into a little monkey on the vines and trestle-passes of the
supplewood trees. Tay scurried along behind her like a kind of white trailing sock. Brrr watched her
with cautious eyes. She was growing, their Rain. Her limbs liked this damp climate. Ilianora had had
to sacrifice another veil to make a longer tunic for the girl, lest she flash her private parts by accident
and invite a disaster.

Just in time, before a couple of marriages broke irreparably, the sun returned. Steamy yelow and
obscure white. It hurt their eyes. With it arrived new generations of biting bug who were impervious
to the few remaining sachets of unguent the companions had harvested more than a year earlier. It
would be time to get moving before long. “What’re we waiting for?” asked Ilianora.

“For a sign of some sort,” said Mr. Boss.

“You’re not over that yet? The Clock 1s broken. There are no signs.” Her tone was aggrieved in a
cosmic way. The dwarf roled his eyes.

The painted fish looked now as if they were swimming in light instead of streaked green air. Early
one morning Rain caught sight of an etiolated matron touching up one of the fishes with some blue
paint ground up in a gourd. She was dabbing with her fingers and singing to herself. This old flamingo
had never seen a big fish like that, but stil she had the temerity to instruct it to swim for another year?

Strange. Another lie, thought Rain.

“We don’t have a prophecy from the Time Dragon, we get no reading from the Grimmerie,” said Mr.
Boss one day. “The sun is our alarmus. We’re off and away with the piskies. Let’s unshroud the
Clock and oil the axles and it’s hey, hey, for the open road. The book don’t like it, let it give us some
better advice.” He got no argument, except from Little Daffy, who had to be encouraged to swaddle



her breasts again. “I’m going to miss the old damp hole in the wal,” she said, sweeping it out with that
Munchkinlander frenzy for housecleaning. “If we ever retire, darling Mr. Boss, perhaps we can come
back here for our sunset years?”

He didn’t answer. He was cheery for once, swarming as high up the Clock as he could, though he was
no match for Rain.

Al of Ovvels gathered to see them drag the Clock out of its tomb. However feeble the Qua’ati that the
companions had managed to learn in a year, it served wel enough for good-byes. A berdache of some
sort, a smeary-eyed young man with pinkened lips, made a speech hearkening back to some time when
another troupe of northerners had come through and lived with them for a while. Before his day, but it
was local lore. “They to try convince us to believe in something they say is not there,” he said, “the
god who 1s unnamed.”

“Missionaries,” said Little Daffy, who had put her own past behind her with dizzying alacrity. But
“Couldn’t you just puke?” had to do for social comment, and after that she kept her mouth shut.

“We did not to kil them,” said the berdache. “Minister come to educate and steal our souls for his god
who won’t to name itself. Rude man. Man of moldy thought. But he has girl with him we do not
forget.” He smiled at Rain as if she were that girl, and he wasn’t discussing something that happened
a hundred thousand years ago in folk memory but this very week. “He has little green girl with him.
His oldest girl. She to sing for him, when we to harvest vegetable pearl. She sing the pearl off the
vine. [ am not there but she is like you.” He nodded to Rain.

The others bowed to Rain. She put her shel up to her head and turned away, as if she preferred its
windy noise over their attention.

Brrr said, “How can you know our Rain is like that girl if none of you were alive back then?”

The man shrugged. He indicated to Ilianora that he would accept the gift of her scarf. She didn’t hand
it over. Sighing, he answered Brrr as best he could anyway. “Some Quadlings to have sense to see the
present, to know the present,” he finished. “We to see your young rafiqi girl and we to know she is the
one they talk about.”

“I to see myself into a loony bin in about one minute,” said Mr. Boss. “Let’s go.”

Brrr wondered what they saw when they looked at Rain, and why they waved at her so affectionately
when for a year she hadn’t given them the time of day. Of any day.

“Aren’t you going to show us the Clock?”” asked the berdache. “Before you go?”

“It doesn’t show truth to pagans,” said Mr. Boss. “Why would you believe it when you can’t believe
in a god you can’t see?”

“We housed you and fed you through months of rains. You won’t deny us a look at the future.
Quadlings, when they’re able, can sometimes see the present, but this Clock tels the truth of al things.”



“I never said that,” swore the dwarf, stamping.

“Younever did,” agreed the berdache, batting his eyelids. “But I can see the present, and I know that
1s what you think.” The companions were in a bind. They couldn’t leave without paying the Quadlings
of Qhoyre something for a year’s lodging and board. Cursing up a head of steam, the dwarf made
valiant effort to rev the old girl up. Put on a little demonstration. Al things being equal and buyer
beware, and so on.

“Come on,” said Rain on her haunches, bouncing up and down like the monkeys she played with.
“Come on!”

The Clock obeyed nobody’s deepest wishes. Mr. Boss couldn’t get a shutter to open, a crank to turn, a
single puppet to appear and blow a kiss at the assembled crowd. “It’s done for,” he declared. His
furrowed expression showed him to be sincere. The Quadlings had no choice but to offer him their
condolences on the death of the future.

“It died just like that god who slid off the world and lost his name,” said the berdache. “Never to
mind. Is pretty dragon anyway.”

“The Unnamed God isn’t a person,” said Little Daffy, out of some final spasm of feeling for her
religious past.

“And fate isn’t limited to a tiktok dragon’s sense of theatrics,” added the Lion.
“Nor the spel of any magic book,” offered Ilianora.

The Quadlings began to bow and wave the companions off. They didn’t want philosophics. They’d
wanted a bite at the future, and were wiling to live without it the way their ancestors had done. The
berdache walked them a little way out of town, on the northern ramp off the elevated road. “Perhaps
the world is to heal,” he said. “The vegetable pearls healthier this spring than I ever to see them.
Perhaps the rice otters to learn their old way and go green as before, now there are pearls to help
harvest.”

“Too much mystery for an old fraying hairdo like mine,” muttered the dwarf, disconsolate. “So long,
chumpo.”

“Lord Chumpo,” said the berdache, rushing to give out embraces. Ilianora turned her head and
beckoned Rain to walk with her. But Rain was getting too big to order around. Her head was higher
than Ilianora’s elbow now—almost as high as her breast.

I7.

Their spirits lifted as they left Ovvels behind. Such was the power of the sun that even under the
jungle canopy a year’s worth of monsoon drippage burned off in a matter of days. The companions
didn’t find the passage tough, only slow, as they had to clear undergrowth every quarter mile.

Brrr had hoped, once they began to move again, that Ilianora’s mood would improve, but she



continued to seem vexed. It took him a few days of watching her watch the girl before he was able to
frame his thought.

The girl was growing up. Their Rain. That’s what was agitating Ilianora.
Growing up, and growing beyond them.

Rain had not been theirs, not for a moment. Brrr could stil read with a parental eye how the world
could present itself to a young girl like Rain. And how Rain might respond, this girl who seemed,
increasingly, to be interested in learning to read everything except how human beings talked to one
another.

“She’s al right,” said Brrr, splashing through the lily pads, the floating beehives. And Rain was al
right. But llianora—he had to face it—was not.

That night, he thought another, more common thought. Maybe it’s that time of Ilianora’s life. Maybe it
hurts Ilianora to admit that Rain isn’t her daughter. That there wil be no daughter now. Not even 1f
Ilianora could unstitch the seam and find a human male as another husband. The vegetable pearls
were not growing for Ilianora.

I8.

They’d been told they’d leave the mucklands behind soon enough, and the road would climb some
sandy slopes, and eventualy debouche into the Sleeve of Ghastile. This broad and fertile valey led
northeast, marking the border between the Vinkus and Quadling Country. The berdache of Ovvels had
insisted that the companions would find few inhabitants in the valey, but they must beware
nonetheless.

“If it’s so fertile, why is it uninhabited?” Mr. Boss had demanded. The answers had been incoherent.
The natural landscape between the Great Kels to the west and the Quadling Kels to the east proved
low and dry and wel drained. Surely it seemed an ideal route for the Yelow Brick Road? Back in the
day when i1t was being laid out? And why had any human travelers to the Thousand Year Grasslands
to the west chosen to brave the inhospitable track over Kumbricia’s Pass rather than this lower and
more welcoming approach?

It didn’t take long for the companions to see why. The pass was a set of gentle crescents around
foothils that abutted the horizon from east and west. From slope to slope, at this time of year anyway,
an ocean of carmine red flowers took their breath away. Poppies.

“I know about poppies,” said Mr. Boss. “Grim business, even for me, who likes a tidy profit if I can
turn one.”

“I know about poppies,” agreed his wife. “Al kinds of useful applications that you can rarely take
advantage of because of side effects. We were forbidden to use them in the surgery when we could
even get them, which was seldom.”



Brrr felt their effect at once. The odor was of scorched cinnamon, savagely beguiling. In the
freshening light and the wind that swept west from the swamplands and the grasslands, the air pushed
the polen heavily ahead of them. It inflected the day no less than fog or rain or brutal heat might have
done. The travelers struggled through the endless carpet. Were anyone to try to folow them after al
this time, too bad: the tracks of the cart were swalowed up as the blossoms closed ranks.

Rain hunted daily for high-flying birds. Remembering the Wren? But even eagles and rocs seemed to
give this valey a pass.

At nmight Brrr slept fitfuly, with dreams of things he would rather not remember. Appetites long
suppressed, for one—and healthily so, he remonstrated himself upon awakening. Chief among them an
appetite for shame.

They were al affected. They pushed to get through the sweep of bloody blossom at as swift a clip as
they could manage. But the Sleeve ran vaguely uphil, and the labor of hauling the Clock seemed
harder than before. Or had Brrr grown soft again during nearly a ful year of downpour?

The new anxiety came to a head on the third afternoon of wading through thigh-high blossoms. Rain
had been caught stealing some sugar brittle from the Clock’s supplies, and the dwarf went overboard
railing at her. Brrr lunged to the girl’s defense. “You re so noble? Tricking people for decades about
fate with this diabolical dragon routine? Give her a break. When’s she ever learned about right and
wrong?”

“Not from you,” replied the dwarf. “You great big shameless Cowardly Lion.”

“Nor from your wife,” replied Brrr, “tricking that old seer in Qhoyre into thinking her feet would
grow back.”

“You’re hardly one to talk about conscience,” began the Munchkinlander.

“Stop,” said Ilianora in a low, deadened sort of voice. They did, but only because she hadn’t spoken
for a while. “Prophecy is dead, and conscience is dead too.” They kept walking, making whiskery
sounds of passage in the verdure.

She continued, dry as a sphinx in the Sour Sands. “That berdache believed that any Unnamed God
must be a dead god. But it’s conscience that’s dead. Maybe the dragon realy w-was ... was the
conscience of Oz. But it’s dead. Oz is broken in parts—Loyal Oz divided from Munchkinland, and
who knows what polders and provinces might splinter off next? There isn’t any ful Oz anymore, and
no conscience, either. That’s why the dragon died. Just about the time those other real dragons
threatened to attack Munchkinland. We’re broke. We’re broke and we can’t be fixed.”

“Nonsense,” said Brrr, trying to hurry a little to her side, but he was so tired, and the heavy cart of
dead conscience dragged at him.

“And what’s left then?”” The Lion’s wife tried to stifle a gasp of remorse. “We’re al schemers and
liars, thieves and scoundrels. To our own private good cause. There’s no primary conscience to cal



us up.” It was Little Daffy who replied—she who had toed the line of unionism the most faithfuly al
those years in the mauntery.

“If there’s no good conscience to trust,” she declared, “no Lurline, no Ozma, no Unnamed God, no
standard of goodness, then we have to manage for ourselves. Maybe there’s no central girl in some
hal in the Emerald City, al bronzed and verdigrised, al windswept hair and upthrust naked breast, lots
of bright honor carved in her blind and focused eyes. No conscience like that, no reliable regula of
goodness. So it’s up to us, each of us a part. A patchwork conscience. If we al make our own
mistakes, from Rain stealing stuff to the rest of us lying to ourselves and each other—wel, we can al
make amends, too. No one of us the final arbiter, but each of us capable of adding our little bit. We’re
the patchwork conscience of Oz, us lot. As long as the Unnamed God refuses to take off the mask and
come for a visit. As long as the dragon has croaked on us.”

No one seconded the notion. No one objected. They staggered on. Wilting, aggrieved, conscience-
stricken, duled.

I9.

They read the solar compass, the play of shadows on staggered sets of slope. It shouldn’t take more
than fifteen or twenty hours to cross the Sleeve of Ghastile, they guessed. Stil, every day they could
manage no more than a few miles before exhaustion set in. Brrr was aware that sunlight was good for
the eradication of mange, but he needed to rest under the cart. In the shadows. Outside, in the bright
light, the red of poppies burned against his retinas through his closed eyelids. A siege of coral light, a
siege of fire.

Even Little Dafty, with her familiarity with amelioratives and strikems, purges and preventicks,
seemed dazed with the effect. “Consolidated airborne precipitate. How do these blossoms manage?”
she moaned, and roled down on the ground next to her husband, exposing her bosom to the glow. The
liberty of Quadling mores had rooted in her in a big way.

Ilianora, however, became ever more shrouded in her veils. Only her eyes showed.

The Sleeve was ahead of them and behind them, a river of mocking ful-lipped smiles lapping a third
of the way up the foothils on either side of them. Had anyone been able to look overhead, they would
have thought the sky was red, too, probably; red, or by that trick of compensation that human eyes
manage briefly, perhaps green.

The companions had decided to try traveling under the red stars at night, when the effect of the
vegetation was less oppressive. During the day they napped or lay down with handkerchiefs over
their eyes, stoned. Ilianora, perhaps because she kept her veils over her nose and mouth, became the
de facto lookout, and even she found her attention hard to marshal. “You should take some water,” she
would murmur, to no one in particular, and then get some for herself when no one replied. On one
such occasion she rounded the corner of the Clock and walked into a loosened shutter.

The main doors of the Clock had swung open. Rain was lying on the stage, a hand draped over the
edge as if she were dabbling her fingers in a brook.



Then Rain sat up, and her eyes were wide and staring, but not at Ilianora. The child’s expression was
equal parts horror and fascination. Rain seemed in a spel of delusion, beginning to reach out to
invisible creatures on the ground, to pet something, to lift them up, then to recoil her fingertips as if
they’d been bitten or burned.

The poppies near the wagon stirred, roiled, as of a wind along the ground, though there was no sign of
any creature among their hairy twists of stem.

Ilianora’s voice issued, more steam than volume, the way that one attempts to scream in a dream but
can’t get louder.

She tried to stagger forward herself, to help the girl in whatever new disaster this was. Her own
limbs seemed locked, frozen, her mind slowed. Her carapaced form was hindered by the winding
sheets of her veils.

Her utterance sounded holow, and Brrr only snored on. The girl began to thrash. “Oh,” said Ilianora.
It was the sound someone makes finding a common word in a surprising context. “Oh, hmmm.” Before
Rain could fal from the stage, though, or suffer a mental colapse right before Ilianora’s eyes, the
poppies around the Clock of the Time Dragon whipped into frenzy. This time Ilianora could see the
cause. As if swimming underneath the toxic tide, a school of rice otters approached through the greeny
algae of poppy stem and leaves. The warm light silting through red petals turned their short fur
greenish.

Something happened that only Ilianora among the companions witnessed, unless Rain was watching
too, behind her blanked-out eyes. A battle between the otters and an invisible foe. Ilianora couldn’t
see the event, only its effects, as otters thrashed something sily, or the field of poppies thrashed itself.
A blood that was not the stain of poppy dye ran from the mouths of otters.

Something was massacred in fifteen minutes, while Brrr hummed in his sleep and Little Daffy waved
an inebriated fly from the canyon of her cleavage. [lianora trembled as if'in a gale. The petals ripped
and shredded and blew about them. Eventualy Rain began to soften, her paralysis to colapse, and she
fel weeping on the stage floor.

But Ilianora couldn’t make herself move to comfort the girl. It was too horrible. She was frozen too.

By the time night fel, [lianora was huddled against Brrr as he puled himself up to a crouch. Little
Dafty made some gloppy soup with a garnish of poppy polen sprinkled on top. Mr. Boss was
energized by the fact that the doors of the Clock had swung open, though once he refastened them they
went right back into their old paralysis. Stil, the fact they could stil open seemed to be a useful kick in
the butt. As he set to doing something of a tune-up, he whistled as he worked. Tunelessly.

“What happened?” asked Ilianora when the meal was done, and Brrr was cleaning the bowls with his
tongue.

“Something was folowing us,” said Rain. “I don’t know what it was.”



“What did it look like? Soldiers?” asked Little Daffy.

“No. More like, um, spiders,” said Rain. “But more up-and-down than spread out. Their legs not so
wide and curved like umbrela ribs, but more straight. Like what Murthy used to cal a side table.” Brrr
said, “You had a dream of being attacked by a matched set of occasional tables? That reminds me of
my setting up my first digs in Ampleton Quarters, back in the Shiz days. Green in judgment and al that.
A case of nerves about being unpracticed at both sex and society was nothing compared to fretting
that the wal hangings and the upholstery didn’t see eye to eye.” He knew he sounded berserk. He was
trying to make light of Rain’s experience, whatever it had been.

“They wasn’t tables. They was beasties of some sort.”

“I suppose you took their names down, Rain, and al became quite cozy,” said Little Dafty. “You and
your little party animals.”

“What did they want?”” asked Mr. Boss. “You? Or the book?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t cal ’em to me, but they came. They been folowing for a while I guess but I
forgot to tel you.”

“Cal me superior, but frankly I don’t think i1t’s likely you can see things we can’t,” said Little Daffy.
“What were we saying earlier about conscience? In my day a girl who told tales would get a right
smart spanking on her fanny.”

“You wasn’t looking. You was sunning.”

[lianora roused herself. “Rain’s not puling a fast one. I saw it happen. I saw something happen.
Something came at the Clock, though whether it was for her or for the Grimmerie I don’t know.”

“They was the things that came to scrabble into the Clock the day I got locked in for safety,” said
Rain. “The spiderish things from the jungle’s edge.” The group fel silent. Brrr twitched his tail around
exploratively, to see if it landed on something. No doubt he would scream like a schoolgirl if he
touched ... it. “Are they stil here?” As baritone a voice as he could manage.

“They is al gone.” Rain began to cry a little. “I don’t know if they was good or bad or just hungry for
something, but they is al gone. The rice otters got ’em.” It was only then that they realized the rice
otters had disappeared too. Hurried back to their swamp at last. Al except for the one Rain had caled
Tay. It curled up on her lap and made itself at home, like a kitten. But its albino period was done. It
looked like a mossy kitten entirely incapable of ripping a predator to shreds.

Brrr was consoled at the sight. He turned his attention to Ilianora, who continued to seem shattered at
having witnessed an attack by an invisible foe. Anyone would be spooked by such a thing, he knew,
but Ilianora—who shielded herself from notice by her veils—had been the one unlucky witness. She
had withstood the opiate of the blossoms better than any of them. Why?

Wel, she was sealed up, for one thing—actualy and symbolicaly. That must be it. But having been
protected by the suture, she was stil vulnerable. The variety of despair brought on by panic and dread.



She’d seen too much torture in her childhood. How wel would she survive a genuine attack, one that
had to be seen, that couldn’t be denied or filed away as delusion or fancy?

20.

The clouds skirted the bright moon in a wel-behaved manner, so the companions pressed on through
the Sleeve of Ghastile al night. They were eager to escape whatever the lure of poppies caled up.
Brrr, if he had put a name to it, would have said impatience with Ilianora.

Ilianora would have said panic, though panic had been dogging her footsteps since long before they
entered the valey of the poppies.

Little Daffy regretted leaving such abundance of raw poppy material behind, but she went along
grudgingly, making alowances for future needs.

Mr. Boss wanted his Clock to start working again.

Hugging Tay like a rag dol, Rain fel more silent than usual. She stayed closer to Brrr than to the
others. He was the biggest even if the most squeamish.

Another day or two, another week, it was hard to tel, but things were improving. Maybe they were al
just drying out after the wet year. Eventualy other growth began to appear among the poppies—a
stand of ferns here by the streamside, a clot of sunflowers. Then a few trees, the sort that can find a
scrabblehold in sandy soil. The sound of birds up in the greeny shadows. Real birds at their private
lessons, then flying high and free against outrageous blue.

The sandy road began to lead along a series of ridges. Brrr had to step carefuly lest the ground begin
to slide. Though not quite dunes, the slopes were certainly unstable.

Worrying about the apparent conspiracy of the world against the girl, whether Rain knew it or not,
Ilianora was a mess of nerves. So Brrr wasn’t surprised when she lost it big-time one afternoon
nearing sunset. Mr. Boss was just loosening the Lion from his tethers as the Clock perched on a
sedgegrass knol. Little Daffy was snipping some wild runner beans into a salad. Suddenly Tay set up
a careering lolop as if bit by a stag-head beetle. The rice otter went plunging over the edge of the rise.
Ilianora folowed it with her eyes—more spiders?—to see Rain walking through grass forty, fifty feet
down the steepening slope, toward a fel tiger of some sort who was emerging from the shadows of a
copse of birches and terrikins.

“Brrr!” cried Ilianora, for she couldn’t sprint that fast, and the Lion could. Brrr was slow to twig,
though. “Brrr! She has no fear!” The Lion slewed about. He let out a roar more iconic than anything
else, and he powered his haunches to cover the ground between Rain and the interloper. The dwarf
fel back as leathern straps snapped.

Probably half-rotted from a year in Quadling Country. The cart inched as if to see for itself, and a
curvet of sandhil gave under the rim of the forward wheel. The Clock went plunging down the slope



after the Lion; after Rain.

Into this bowl of poppies, the last gasp of their color and prominence, Brrr pounded to the rescue,
endangering the Clock. It was a false alarm—or false enough. The stalking creature was a Tiger with
Spice Leopard markings. He knew her by the affectionate disregard that rose in her eyes as she turned
at the sound of his approach; he knew her for his first love, Muhlama H’aekeem.

21

You always were rash. I wasn’t going to snack on her,” said Muhlama. She neither flinched nor
flushed at seeing him again. As if he hadn’t been chased from her tribe by her chieftain father bent on
vengeance

—oh, al those years ago, twenty was 1t? As if Brrr had merely stepped out for an evening
constitutional.

She was a matron Ivory Tiger now. Not given over to fat as some might have done, but sleek stil.
Markings about her cheeks had gone a silver that verged on purple. “I never took you for a pack
Lion,” she added as Little Daffy and Mr. Boss, like stout grasshoppers, came hopping down the hil
toward the Clock, which lay on its side, the dragon snout colapsed into its own poppy cushions, laid
to rest.

“Get back, Rain,” growled Brrr. “Go to Ilianora. She’s having a fit up there.”

“I just wanted to...” Rain put out her hand, palm down, indicating something to Muhlama, but Brrr
had no patience. He roared at Rain and she backed up, not so much horrified as, perhaps,
embarrassed for him.

“I never thought I’d see you do that,” said Muhlama as the girl retreated. “Roar, I mean. Didn’t quite
seem in your makeup. She’s only a human cub, of course. But that was relatively convincing. Have
you gone on the stage?”

He couldn’t chitchat. “Were you going to harm her?”

“Why would I want to do that? Of course not. I’ve been looking for her. For you al. The aerial
reconnaissance team finaly located you after what, a year? I’ve been sent here to swim in the Field of
Lost Dreams and drag you out by the scruff of your necks, if I needed to. You’ve been a long time
making your way.”

“It’s quite a passage, this Sleeve of Ghastile.”
“You’re almost through. Two miles on there’s real grass. Let’s decamp there.”
“I have to see to the Clock.”

“Not much left of that, 1t looks like.”



They both soft-footed it over to the heap of split canvas and detritus. One wheel was spinning slowly
like a roulette. Mr. Boss was pale, and Little Daffy was trying to fling her arms around him, but he
was having none of it. “We’re over, we’re history,” he was saying. “Conscience dead, history
buried.”

Rain sat down in the shadow of the wreck and draped one of the leather wings over her head, a tent of
sorts. Ilianora stared at Brrr with fierce eyes as if something were al his fault. Wel, he was used to
that, but not in a while, and not from her.

“How bad 1s 1t?”” he asked the dwarf. Mr. Boss was blubbering. So the Lion looked for himself.

The wheels on the right side had buckled so that the left side, the most prominent of the stage areas,
was exposed to view like a corpse. The Clock’s last revelation? Brrr felt prurient to peer at it, but
peer he did. They al did.

The shutters were flung wide. The proscenium had split at the top and its segments overlapped like
misaligned front teeth. The red velvet curtain, falen from its rings, draped off the front of the stage, a
loling tongue.

In the mouth of the Clock, its main stage, lay some composite material, papier-maché perhaps, made
up to look like stones. On one side of the stage they resembled boulders having avalanched down a
cliffside, but on the other side they seemed more carved, as if to imitate the rusticated facades of great
stone buildings.

The place didn’t look much like the Emerald City, nor like Shiz. Nothing like Qhoyre.

No, this looked like a foreign city-state. Maybe someplace in Ix or Fliaan, if those places even
existed. Brrr had his doubts.

Or an imagined place. As if such places existed, either.

Bits and pieces of puppets lay strewn about, spiled into an effectively ropey sort of red, almost like
poppy juice. No figure resembled anyone even marginaly familiar. No stripe-stockinged witch
crushed under a farmhouse. No corpse of baby Ozma bundled upside down into an open sewer. No
costume, even, that anyone could identify—mno Messiars or Menaciers from the military of Loyal Oz’s
Home Guard, no cunning Munchkinlander folk getup for delighting tourists, no glamour gowns from
palace bals. In their rictus, the puppets looked only like carved bits of wood and painted plasticine.
The strings that held them in place lay snapped atop them. Dead, they convinced nothing about Death,
except via the corolary that Life, perhaps, had always been made from scrap materials, and always
would be.

“It’s an earthquake,” said Mr. Boss at last. He turned to Brrr. “You did this to it. You kiled it.”

“She caled out,” said the Lion. His use of the pronoun for his wife was the cruelest remark he had
ever made, but he couldn’t help himself. “The girl comes before the Clock. As you should have
known this last year, and some.”



“I told you we shouldn’t take her on!” The dwarf staggered about in a circle, beating his forehead
with his fists. “The Clock saw the danger, and warned me against her!”

“I don’t cause earthquakes,” said Rain.
“Looks a heap of damaged goods to me,” said Muhlama.

Little Daffy found the Grimmerie a few feet away, lying where it had been pitched. Hidden in the
shadow of the dragon’s ripped wing, as if the last act of the failing tiktokery had been to protect the
magic book.

The Clock might be sprung at last, its mechanism despoiled after a century of charm, but the book
remained closed to prying fingers.

“Let’s right the old lady, anyway, and see if we can cobble together a repair,” said Brrr. He wept a
little, as if the dragon had been a companion too, and dissected one of its wings to remove a
salowwood humerus. With his little knife the dwarf fashioned enough of a substitute axle to manage.

They dragged the dead Clock through the last few miles of the Sleeve of Ghastile. In a shadowy
meadow where the brook widened out, they paused to breathe the air less thick with poppy dust.

Brrr noticed it was autumn again. More than a year had passed since they had taken Rain from Lady
Glinda. The twisted bows of pretzel puzzle trees were raging with hornets doing their anxious final
dance.

The leaves were faling, red and gold. They fel into the open mouth of the theater. When the sun began
to set over the Great Kels and its light struck the stage, the earthquake event glowed as if it had been
further plagued by a conflagration.

After a pick-me-up supper had been prepared and mostly ignored, and they were sitting around a smal
fire of their own, the company of the Clock without, it seemed, the Clock to cohere them, Brrr asked
of Muhlama, “On whose agency have you been trying to rope us in? You weren’t a team player when
last we met, as I recal.”

“Stil not,” she said, yawning. “I’ve turned my back on my tribe, as you did on yours, Sir Brrr. But I
never took up with humans. Yes, I’ve heard al about your later ... accomplishments.” She had lost
none of her power of condescension, he saw, almost affectionately. She continued. “I have no money
on the matter of governments either way. I owe no loyalty to the grandees of the Emerald City or to
the pipsqueaks of Munchkinland.” Little Dafty glowered at her in defense of her people, but Muhlama
was impervious to a Munchkin glower.

“Someone sent you,” prompted Brrr.

“Someone asked me to come,” she agreed. “Someone said you might be in danger. I thought 1t might
be amusing to watch. I had owed you something, after al.” She had. Brrr’s daliance with her had

given her the alibi to leave the line of succession of the Spice Tiger camp. To escape the destiny of
leadership her father, Uyodor H’aekeem, had required of her. Brrr saw that much more clearly now,



since he too hadn’t been above using others as pawns for his own ambitions. “I was happy to help,”
he said. “Way back then.”

“I made you happy to help,” she admitted. She flicked her tail in a way that reminded him of her
seduction, the sordor of it, the ardor of it. But her tail was a commentary on Animal relations, not a
come-on.

“You freed me from my own prison. These years later, the moment arrived for me to try to do the
same for you.” She looked sideways at Ilianora, who appeared as if carved out of ivory, staring at the
flames, and added drily, “If that’s your wife, perhaps I didn’t come soon enough.”

“Tel us what you know,” he said. “Has the invasion by Loyal Oz been successful? Has Haugaard’s
Keep falen? Is the Emperor stil blathering on his throne? It’s been a year since we’ve lost touch with
the news.”

She limned it in quickly. “The Munchkinlanders defended their positions for as long as they could, but
eventualy they had to abandon the lake. Al but the eastern fort. For a while it’s looked as if Loyal Oz
wil keep Restwater, requiring a retrocession of that edge of Munchkinland. Perhaps, folks said, to
avoid further incursions, the Munchkinland Eminence would settle the matter, accepting the loss of the
lake in exchange for political integrity of the rest of Munchkinland.”

“The EC only ever wanted water,” said the Lion.

“Not true. They also need the grain supplied by the breadbasket of Oz, in central Munchkinland,”
Muhlama argued. “They need enough of a détente that commerce can begin again. There’s been a
certain amount of unrest and deprivation in the Emerald City while Oz is engaged in this civil war.”

“So what’s the problem?”” asked Brrr. “They sue for peace.”

“The Emperor,” said Muhlama, and yawned. “Shel Thropp. You remember him? I see you do. The
younger brother of those sister witches, Elphaba and Nessarose. He has declared himself divine. He
has promoted himself god.”

“Nice work if you can get it,” said Mr. Boss, his first comment in hours.

“The Munchkinlanders had enough of godliness after their years under the yoke of Nessarose,”
replied the Ivory Tiger. “They’re commonsense when it comes to commerce, but they get their backs
up when it comes to dogma. They won’t negotiate with a god. Who could? So just as it seemed a
peace might be brokered, the Emperor had to go do a pious makeover and provoke the humble
Munchkinlanders, who never ever shal be slaves. It’s not money. It’s some dim little ember of self-
respect that won’t die out in the stout breasts of Munchkinlanders.”

“I’m not that stout,” said Little Daffy. “I’d say pleasingly plump.”
“The plumper, the pleasinglier,” said Mr. Boss, laying his head thereupon.

“Who is leading this Munchkinlander resistance to a brokered settlement?” asked Brrr. “When



Nessarose was kiled by that house of Dorothy...”
“I remember that,” said Little Daffy. “I was there that day.”

Brrr continued. “... the first response upon liberation was to revoke the rights of the Eminences of
Munchkinland and centralize control. No? I remember someone named Hipp, or Nipp, who named
himself Prime Minister.”

“I didn’t read history, ancient or modern,” said Muhlama. “I’m a creature of the hils and shadows. As
you ever knew. But the Eminenceship is not entirely dead. Titles never die, they just go somnolent.

Some crone or crony of the old Wizard of Oz has emerged to claim authority, if I have it right.
Someone named Mombey. A kind of witch.”

“Hasn’t the Emperor caled in al magic utensils, hasn’t he forebade the casting of spels? I thought the
time of witches was done,” said Brrr.

“It’s never done,” said the Tigress. “Besides, you’re forgetting the Emperor doesn’t have the rights to
legislate about magic in Munchkinland. That’s part of what they’re fighting against.”

“I’m going to bed,” said Ilianora, and she crept into the shadows of the useless Clock, puling the ratty
leather wing over her head like a blanket. “Come, Rain, settle with me. There’s no need to hear
gossip about government. It’l only give you gas.”

“It’s my belief that Munchkinlanders wil launch a counterinvasion,” said Muhlama. “Won’t that be
fun? Overrunning the EC with pudgy little ferret people? They have a dynamic military commander
who has managed to hold on to Haugaard’s Keep, after al. A steeltrap farmgirl now goes by the name
of General Jinjuria. She cals herself the Foil of Munchkinland.”

“A stage name for a commanding officer,” said the Lion. “It’s al stage stuff now, isn’t it?”
“Get me my wrap, I don’t need the second act,” she replied.

The dwarf and the Munchkinlander retired on the other side of the Clock. Rain and Tay crept in
among the earthquake ruins, and no one stopped them. Muhlama and Brrr stayed awake, side by side,
looking not at each other but at the horizon to the east, where creatures with names like Mombey and
Jinjuria were providing some background static to the story of the Cats’ rendezvous.

22.

Under stars at first, then under a waterstain of vaporous cloud, high up. They didn’t talk anymore, not
til morning.

U Ilianora gave the Tiger ample distance, and offered her no coffee.

“I’m no threat to you, Brrr. I’m joining no mission,” said Muhlama. “I’m bringing you out to your
counterparts where they wait, and then going my own way. Ever was a rogue Tigress. But I confess to



a little curiosity about that Matter of Dorothy. When I heard you were involved, I admit [ was
surprised. You didn’t seem to have it in you to get so deep into a mess like that.”

“Yes, wel, life, it does broaden you. It was just after I left you.”

“I left you,” she reminded him. “But let’s not monkey with nuance. Tel me about that creature. The
things that are said about her! A holy fool, say some. A saint. A termagant. A pawn of someone’s
larger campaign. She brought down the Wicked Witch of the West, for al her clumsiness—maybe
through her clumsiness, for al [ know. You were there. What happened?”

“I was nearby,” said the Lion. “I wasn’t present, no matter what the papers said. No one was there but
Dorothy and the Witch. No one saw what happened. Lir and I were locked in the sculery, and I had
managed to break through the door...”

“My hero,” she purred, meanly.

“But I didn’t get up to the parapet on time. The Witch was gone, and Dorothy descended, blasted and
incoherent about what had happened. She was never coherent about very much, come to think of it.”

“Spoken like someone trying to distance himself from the inconvenience of a prior sympathy. But |
never understood about the shoes. Magic shoes. Shoes, of al things? Why not magic braces? Or
underwear?”

“I didn’t write the script. Don’t ask me.”

“The Witch’s reputation is ripe for a comeback,” said Muhlama. “At least in Munchkinland it is. That
peculiar creature, Elphaba Thropp, had positioned herself in opposition to the stony faith that ran in
her family. Her minister father, her totalitarian sister—and now her brother is god himself! Never
underestimate the mood swings of the crowd. Dorothy’s gone from being thought a heroine to being
tagged as an assassin, and Elphaba from Wicked Witch to martyred champion. At least in some
circles.”

“The pendulum wil swing.”

“Ah, but is there such a thing as a pendulum anymore?”” They looked at the colapsed Clock, which Mr.
Boss continued to try to clean and organize as if by dint of polish and spit he could persuade it to
revive. But it was the preparing of a corpse, no more than that. Everyone could see it.

“You haven’t said to whom we’re headed,” said Brrr. “Is it Lady Glinda? Is she released from house
arrest?”

“I don’t folow the columns,” said Muhlama. “Anyway, I’'m not talking.” She glanced over at Tay, the
rice otter, who lay unrepentantly greenly in Rain’s arms. ““You never know who is a squealer.” Brrr
had to agree. “So enough is enough,” said Muhlama. “I’ve done my work, I need to get on.”

“But get on where?”” he asked her, as they righted the husk of the Clock. The broken dragon head
cantilevered forward, eyeless and insensate.



“Where are you going? And alone? Or is there a companion?”
“You’re so coy.”

“Stay with me, now,” said Ilianora to Rain. “Keep close.” But the girl paid her no more attention than
she ever had.

“I’m causing trouble,” said Muhlama to Brrr, tossing her head toward Ilianora. “Pity.”
“Only so much I can do,” replied the Lion, equivocating.

That night Brrr asked of the companions, “Are we going our separate ways?” Muhlama, having said
she would deliver them to their party in the morning, had taken herself off for a hike, to give the
companions privacy to confer. “I mean, there can be no company of the Clock of the Time Dragon
anymore, can there, if there is no Clock?”

“It’s resting. It’s caled Time Out,” said the dwarf, back to his old beligerence.

“The Lion has a point. Your primary charge was security for the Grimmerie, wasn’t 1t?” said Little
Daffy to her husband. “To hear you tel it, the Clock was invented as a wheeled cabinet for
safekeeping.

Distraction to the masses on the one hand, a magic vault on the other. No one would fault us if we
ditched the scabby thing now. We sure could move ahead faster without it. The book is stil intact.”

“You don’t need me to carry a book,” continued Brrr. “I was a helpful donkey in the shafts of the cart,
sure, but I’'m not a house pet.”

“Brrr, you do what you like,” said Ilianora to her husband. “It makes no difference to me. You are no
house pet. Go with Muhlama, or not.”

“I’mnot going with her,” said Brrr, though he didn’t know if it was go with in the adolescent sense,
or go with as in the future intentional. And he also didn’t know if he was teling the truth. [lianora’s
suffering charged the conversation with horseradish. If he couldn’t know what his wife felt or meant
anymore, how could he understand his own changing aspirations?

“I’l see the girl to the next juncture,” decided Ilianora, “and Il carry the book that far too. I can’t care
for her anymore.” Because caring for Rain would hurt—that much was evident. Too much of the
young wounded Nor was stil, after al this time, alive in the elegant veiled adult. Alive and dead at
once. Like the dragon, whose wings flopped in the grass as if with spirit, but nothing like the spirit it
had once, magicaly, possessed.

Midmorning came, a series of brief squals. Cool, without monsoon steam—glorious. Acorns thrown
from trees; the last of some wild plums. Native woodland, nothing magnificent—but at least northern.
On the lip of a promontory ahead of them, Muhlama pointed out the arches of some ancient helm that
had probably guarded the environs of Restwater from any predation ascending through the Sleeve of
Ghastile.



“That’s where you’re headed,” the Ivory Tiger told them. “There’s something of a roof left stil. You
can shelter from the rain there, should it come down stronger, and meet your maties. Then my job is
done, and I’'m oft.”

Brrr didn’t comment. He just puled the hobbledy-hoy cart, maybe for the last time. Up a road packed
with ancient grey cobbles, a road fringed with drying nettles and slipweed knot. He thought of the
toddler’s game, building a church with the fingers of two hands. The guardhouse raised its ribs like
the fingers of one of those hands, cupped against the air. Built like that? Or had the fingers of an
opposite hand colapsed down the slope years earlier? Yes, he could see ancient slates cladding a
shed dependence. He could smel a kitchen fire, a roasting haunch of venison, or maybe loin chops of
mountain grite. For a moment when the wind died down he heard the sound of a stringed instrument.

The approach to the ruined keep rose to a point slightly higher than the fingertips of the broken arches.
Then the path descended in a gentle S-shaped curve. Muhlama led the way, pacing elegantly, her
whiskers twitching to sniff out trouble. But the stiffness in her shoulders relaxed. No danger here
apparently except the danger that new circumstance presents to old alegiance. “I’ve done what I
said,” she caled.

“Oley oley in-free. Wherever you are, come out, come out. They’re here.”

Brrr was released from his shafts, slipped from buckles and leathers, by the time a low wooden door
opened and their hosts emerged. He didn’t recognize the Quadling woman with a domingon in her
hands, though he guessed her to be the one caled Candle. He knew Lir, though. Coming behind her, his
palms on her shoulders. Lir at thirty or thirty-two, maybe. Fuler in the shoulders, higher in the brow, a
great mane of dark hair even a Lion could admire. A habit of youthful quiet and temerity aged into
something almost like courage. But what would the Lion know about courage?

“The book,” announced Muhlama, “and the girl who comes with it, as a kind of bonus.”

The humans looked at one another. Curiosity and wariness shaded into something not yet like
recognition, not yet like wonder. A mathematicaly perfect pivot, equal amounts of hope on one side
and, on the other, alarm that the hope might be unfounded, that this revelation might yet be a mocking
lie.

Brrr let them have their human moment. He kissed his good-bye to Muhlama—a final one, a
temporary one? He didn’t know. He realized that Ilianora would soon be relieved of responsibility
for Rain.

Perhaps her distress would lift, once Rain’s parents took in the fact of their daughter. He wouldn’t
abandon Ilianora in any pain, whether he could help that pain or not. If, in time, he couldn’t help it—
if, in time, he realized that his not being able to help was making it worse—wel, he would
reconsider.

But not yet. For now, he’d stay by her side, through the next round, whatever it might be. Together he
and Ilianora, the dwarf and the Munchkinlander, had delivered Rain to her home, or such home as she
might hope to have. Rain was safe, or safe enough.



Now Brrr was left to shield the other bruised girl, the stilborn one huddled inside the veiled woman,
for as long as he could. If he could. There wasn’t now, nor would there ever be, any shortage of girl
children whose safety he would need to worry about, either in or out of Oz.

I E

The Chancel of the Ladyfish
L

The outlaws had been told by a Swift that Muhlama would be heading a delegation of exiles, but not
who would be among them.

Lir gripped his wife by the hand. Hold back this instant longer, Candle. We’ve been waiting for al
these years. Don’t scatter her into the clouds, like the little wren she resembles.

She was here. She had come back. (She’d been brought back. She’d been brought in.) There would be
time enough to study her. Time had begun again.

He could feel his wife strain to break free, to surround the child with scary, pent-up love. His forearm
would be bulging as he staked Candle immobile. Don’t rush the girl.

Our girl.



He tried to advise Candle by the theatrical turn of his own head. Look at Brrr instead. That old
Cowardly Lion, as he’d come to be known. There he stands, dropped to al fours like an animal, naked
but for a kind of painter’s blue serge smock with a bow at the back. And roling his boulderlike head
from the girl to her parents, back and forth. The Lion could look at her. He’d earned the privilege. Lir
and Candle would have to wait another moment. Now that there were extra moments.

Brrr had gone silvery about the whiskers. He must be nearing forty, surely? So was it age, exhaustion,
or nerves that made the Lion’s left rear leg quiver? His mane was ful and nicely aerated though even
his jowls were bejowled. He’d developed not only a paunch but also a bit of an overbite. However,
both tokens of age disappeared when the Lion reared to his hind legs. As if he’d suddenly
remembered he was a Namory of Royal Oz. He looked ready to curtsey, but he extended his front paw
to Lir.

The Cowardly Lion said, “A lifetime or two ago, somebody you may remember as Dorothy Gale once
browbeat me to look after you. I paid little attention. Later, a ripe old fiend named Yackle asked me
to protect this child if I could. I tolerated her request without imagining I could oblige her. Yet here 1
am—surprise, surprise. Presenting my consort, llianora, and my young friend who goes by the name
of Rain.

I’ve unwittingly obeyed both bossy females and done you two services on the same day.” Dropping
the sarcasm, he said more huskily, “Would that I could have been of greater service, Lir son of
Elphaba.” Lir hooted. “Don’t take that tone to me. It sounds like you’ve wandered out of some
pantomime about Great Moments of Chivalric Oz. ‘Lir son of Elphaba’? I cal myself Lir Ko now.”
Nonetheless, he fel into the Lion’s embrace. The musk of the Lion’s mane was rank; it smeled like
young foxes and incontinent humans. “You old pussy,” he murmured. “I never liked you much, and
damn it, now I’l be in your debt the rest of my life.”

“A rare thing, for me to have any advantage,” replied Brrr. “I’m sure I’l squander it.” The dwarf
nodded in agreement, character assassination at work.

Lir puled back to say, “This is Candle Osqa’ami.” He beckoned his wife forward. She nodded from
the waist; but her eyes never left the girl, who was twisting her ragged tresses around her forearm as
if in an agony to tear off her own head. A smal greeny-white creature, a ferret or a rotten mink maybe,
writhed at the girl’s ankles as a hungry cat might do.

Finaly Lir turned to the woman the Lion had introduced as his consort. Only now was she folding the
veil back off her foreheard, puling its drapes away from her cheekbones. The cry Lir gave made
everyone start except for Rain, who seemed oblivious.

Nor held up her hand, holding Lir back. “Food first, and water,” said Nor, in a voice that was and
wasn’t the voice Lir remembered from childhood. “Our histories have waited this long; they can wait
til the washing up. Candle Osqa’ami, show me a chore, and I'l help you with what needs doing. I’'m
south any appetite for overwrought reunions.” As she passed Lir, she trained her eyes forward, but the
fingers of her left hand reached out to graze his elbow and his hip.

Candle didn’t budge, just flapped a hand toward the crumbling narthex as if to let the busybody find



whatever she would in there. “We’l folow right along,” said Lir. Nor drifted into the building alone.

Candle dropped to her knees, so Lir dropped too. Candle clapped three times. The girl looked at
Candle with mild curiosity, maybe aversion. Candle clapped again, twice, and this time their daughter
clapped back. Once. Feebly. It was a start.

“Oziandra Osqa’ami,” said Candle.

“Commonly caled Rain,” remarked the dwarf, to whom no one had been paying attention. “And as we
old ones remember from those decades of the Great Drought, Rain rarely comes when she’s caled.

Even when she’s caled by the name she knows. Rain.”
“Oziandra Rain,” said Candle.

“Child,” said Lir. He didn’t know the significance of that Quadling clapping. He just lifted his hands,
palms out, as he might to a sniffing hound or a hurt wolf-cub. Safe, open. No stone, no knife.

The dwarf cuffed Rain on the crown of her head. “Go to them, bratling, or we’l never get a bite to eat.
After al that poppy-dust in the nostrils I’'m stranded on the famished side of peckish.” So Rain stepped
forward, out of everyone’s shadows—out of the shadows of the last eight years. And Lir looked at
her.

In the sloping light of evening Lir couldn’t tel if he was noting a condition of facial structure or an
expression. Or was it a lack of expression? The girl’s eyes seemed cloaked. She had Candle’s high
cheekbones and hazelnut jaw, but she was urchin-thin and dusty as a rebel. She held a translucent
porcelain something tucked into an elbow. A shel, he saw. Far the largest shel he’d ever laid eyes on.

“You’re nice but that’s nicer,” he said, pointing at it. “May I see 1t?”

“You 're taking liberties before you have a license,” observed the dwarf, but the Munchkinlander
dame cuffed him good and proper. Then the smal square couple folowed Nor into the keep. Even Brrr
started to pad away, but the girl whimpered, so the Lion sat down halfway. He set to grooming
himself with a desultory air.

“It’s awfuly pretty,” Lir said of the shel. His heart was beating as if he were in a court of law—a
court of recriminations and, maybe, pardons. “Can you hear anything in 1t?”” He inched forward on his
knees, only a scosh.

The girl put the thing up to her ear and listened. Then she turned away to ramble after her companions
through the shattered archway of the porch and into the open-roofed ruin of the building. The verdant
creature—perhaps an otter?—scampered after her. Candle’s face had falen but her weeping remained
silent, at least for now.

“I think that went pretty wel,” said the Lion.

“Is the child al right?”” asked Lir. His eyes folowed her as she crossed a patch of gloaming light, the



sort that gilds every feature at the last minute. She looked normal as a copper farthing. Not a sign of
green in her skin, not at this hour, not in this sunset attention. “Is she al right, do you think?”

“Begging pardon, it’s been a long day. It’s been a long year,” said Brrr, “and believe me, I’'m no
expert. But I’d say she’s right as rain.” 2.

Lir caught Candle’s hand as they hurried up the sandy steps to their sanctuary. “She’l need to adjust,”
he said. “We have to give her time.”

“We’ve given her al those years. I have no more moments to spare.”

Their daughter had gone ahead wispily, surlily perhaps. Lir tried to see this hideout anew, as if
through Rain’s eyes, realizing that he had no notion of what she’d ever seen before. Stowed away in
Lady Glinda’s entourage as she’d been. And who knows what else she’d witnessed on the road.

The place where he and Candle had washed up—how improbable it seemed. Perched high over the
pass that led from the Sleeve of Ghastile toward central Oz. A nameless hil, so far as they knew—in
silier moods Lir sometimes referred to it as Mountain Objection. Travelers watching their footing
below would have no reason to lift their eyes; in any case, the spot was camouflaged by overgrowth.

The place may have been established as a guard keep or a pilgrim’s destination. But when Lir and
Candle had found it—they were hunting for a cave in which to hunker down, out of sight—it’d been
abandoned for decades. Longer, maybe. For some community of cliff dwelers time out of mind, this
outpost had been home. Home, or maybe an inn for passersby, for the underground warren was
supplied with smal cels and the remains of bedsteads and mattresses.

The ruin aboveground, through which Lir and Candle now walked, looked designed for some public
function. At this stage in its colapse, the wal facing southwest was gone. The pavers of the great
formal floor lay open to the sky. Al that was left of the outside wal were the stumps of a line of
columns. Like a lower jaw ful of bad teeth. Ivory, grey, eroded. The opposite wal, hugging the hil that
rose behind it, featured columns leading to the ribs of a missing roof and a dais of some sort.

In the few unionist chapels Lir had ever bothered to visit, the lectern had always stood at the far end
of a rectangle, opposite the vestibule and porch. Here totemic sculptures and a sort of throne were
inset against the hil wal, in the long side of the box, rather than tucked into the far apse. The carvings
between the intact columns faced the broken columns and the sky and valey beyond, as if visitors on
giant birds might swoop in for an audience.

Now he and Candle caught up with Rain. She’d paused at the altarpiece or whatever it was, and there
she stood, tracing her hands over the surface.

At first Lir was puzzled. After an initial glance at the graven images, years ago, he’d ignored them
except as hooks for bleeding a wild lamb or muttock, ledges for drying berries and onions. But Rain
had set her pink shel in a niche, just so. The supports of the ledge were carved like shels too. He’d
never noticed.



The shelf capped a panel of carved marble. Like a blind person, Rain was feeling the sculpture with a
curiosity and openness she hadn’t shown to her mother or father.

A type of fish-woman, perhaps a lake mermaid of some sort. Her lower half tapered into a scaley tale
and fins. From each of her hips flared a pair of spinnerets. Her arms and breasts were naked. Her
face, set in profile against a dial or plate of some sort, gave the effect of a head on a coin. Lir didn’t
know who she was—maybe some fishy variant of Lurline, maybe the invention of a bored unionist
monk with a chisel and an appetite for breasts. But the creature looked in equal measure both
beneficent and ferocious.

Rain’s hands touching the stern blank eye, the weatherworn stone breasts, the imbrications of those
stony scales—his daughter made Lir see that the carving had character. He hadn’t noticed.

Stil so much to see, so much to take in, and he was thirty or there-abouts—halfway through his life,
assuming the Emperor’s assassins didn’t find him out at last and cut his life short.

Candle couldn’t hold back any longer. She wrenched away from Lir and moved forward to kneel
beside Rain. He could see the similar shapes of their skuls, but the girl’s shoulders were tight, as if
wound onto her spinal column like a wing nut, whereas Candle had tended toward a sexy fulness of
form the past few years.

“I like this one,” said Candle in her soft, bruised voice. Her hand reached out to touch a star-shaped
protrusion humping along with others in a welter of runes. For al Lir knew, this row of roughs was
only the pattern-block of an anonymous instructor of ancient carving. He didn’t care. He had an
aversion to magic, implied or actual.

“Me too,” said Rain, “but this better.” She chose from a protected cubby a smal freestanding stone Lir
had never noticed. He neared to look over her shoulder. About the size of a breviary, the display side
was polished smooth as milk pudding. In it was carved something impossibly smal and delicate. Lir
couldn’t imagine the human hand that might manage such particularity, nor the instrument that such a
hand might use. A relief of a vaguely animal-shaped creature. A sort of snouted feather, a legless head
of a pony erect on a curved spine or tail. An inch high, no more. “What is 1t?”” asked Rain.

“I don’t know,” said Candle.

“Pure fancy, I suspect,” said Lir